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The  madman  leaped  into  the  mists  arising  from  the  boiling 


springs. 


FREE  TO  BOYS. 

A  SPLENDID  NEW 
MECCANO  BOOK 

This  is  a  beautiful  new 
book  which  shows  boys 
how  to  enjoy  every  minute 
of  their  play  hours.  It 
tells  you  all  about  the 
Hornby  Clockwork  Train, 
and  all  the  other  Meccano 
products. 

It  is  beautifully  illustra¬ 
ted.  and  each  page  is 
brimming  with  boy  fun 
and  happiness. 

HOW  TO  GET  A  FREE 
COPY 

Just  show  this  page  to 
three  chums  and  send  us 
their  names  and  addresses. 

Address  your  letter  to 
l)<pt.  P. 
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CLOCKWORK 


BOYS  !  a  new  era  in  Clockwork  Trains  has  begun.  The 
Hornby  Train  is  first  of  all  the  smartest  looking  and 
the  smoothest  running  Clockwork  Train  you  ever  saw. 
But  the  Hornby  Train  has  also  a  most  valuable  and 
remarkable  new  feature.  It  can  be  taken  entirely  to  pieces 
and  rebuilt,  just  like  a  Meccano  model,  all  the  parts  being 
standardised. 

If  one  of  the  parts  is  damaged  or  lost,  you  can  replace  it  with 
a  new  one,  and  fit  it  yourself.  The  Hornby  Train  lasts  for  ever. 

Supplied  in  Gauge  0  in  three  different  colours  to  represent 
the  L.  &  N.W.,  G.N.,  and  Midland  Railway  systems.  Each 
Engine  is  fitted  with  Reversing  Gear,  Brakes  and  Regulators. 

Price,  complete  with  Engine,  Tender,  Goods  Wagon,  cyrj  jn 
and  strong  steel  track,  packed  in  fine  box  ...  «  /  '  O 

Perfect  Mechanism 

Beautiful  Finish 

Standardised  Parts 

Look  for  this  mark  when  buying  a  Clockwork  Train 

It  indicates  that  your  train  has  been  manufactured  by 
Meccano  Limited ,  and  it  has  our  full  yuarantee  of 
quality ,  efficiency  and  workmanship  behind  it. 


Meccano  Ltd  :  Binns  Rd  :  Liverpool. 
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THE  DEMON  OF  YELLOWSTONE 

VALLEY 

An  Enthralling  Story  of  Buffalo 
Bill  in  a  Maze  of  Mystery. 
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j.  CHAPTER  1. 

Trippers  to  Weird  Land. 

A  curling  column  of  blue  smoke 
floated  lazily  upward  from  a  little  clump 
of  timber  overhanging  the  clear  waters 
of  Trail  Greek,  not  many  miles  from 
the  great  and  wonderful  valley  of 
the  Yellowstone,  whose  mysteries  and 
marvellous  beauties  are  known  to  but 
few  men. 

Through  the  trees  glimmered  a  cheer¬ 
ful  fire  of  huge  logs,  and  around  it 
were  grouped  half  a  dozen  men  enjoy¬ 
ing  the  blazing  warmth,  for  a  light 
snow  lay  upon  the  ground  and  a  cold 
wind  was  blowing  up  with  the  approach¬ 
ing  night. 

In  the  background  of  the  camp-fire 
were  two  tents,  and  behind  these, 
sheltered  from  the  wind  by  the  canvas 
walls  and  thick  foliage,  were  a  dozen 
horses,  or  rather  Indian  ponies — those 
hardy  little  animals  that  climb  the 
mountains  like  a  goat  and  scour  the 
prairies  with  the  speed  of  an  antelope. 

Hanging  to  the  limbs  of  the  trees 
were  saddles,  bridles,  and  other  accou¬ 
trements,  while  leaning  against  the 
trunks  were  several  rifles,  ready  at  hand 
for  use. 

i  It  was  a  cheerful  camp-scene,  and 
tnose  about  the  fire  seemed  greatly  to 
enjoy  it,  for  they  were  idly  watching 
the  movements  of  a  negro  as  he  skilfully 
prepared  a  tempting  supper  of  buffalo- 
steaks,  prairie  birds,  onions,  roast 
potatoes,  and  coflee.  Another  negro 
was  busy  bustling  about  the  tents, 
spreading  blankets  and  preparing  for 

the  night’s  rest,  which  soon  all  would 
seek. 


The  four  remaining  persons  were 
strangely  unlike  in  appearance,  and 
two  of  them  seemed  wholly  unused  to 
a  wild  life  upon  the  plains.  One  of 
these  was  evidently  an  Englishman — 
tall,  well  formed,  handsome,  and  stern¬ 
looking.  Ho  was  dressed  in  the  suit 
of  a  huntsman,  and  wore  a  soft  slouch 
hat  that  cast  his  face  in  deeper  shadow, 
while  he  half-reclined  upon  a  folded 
cloak  and  puffed  silently  at  a  cigar. 

-  Upon  his  right,  seated  upon  a  log, 
was  a  man  of  slender,  swarthy  face  and 
quick,  nervous  manner,  whose  dark  eyes 
seemed  ever  flitting  from  face  to  face. 
His  hunting-suit  was  faultless,  his 
nationality  evidently  French,  and  liis 
manners  easy  and  those  of  a  thorough 
man  of  the  world. 

Upon  the  left  of  the  Englishman  was 
one  who  in  any  land  would  be  recoguised 
as  an  American,  He  was  a  man  of 
striking  appearance,  dressed  half  in 
buckskin,  half  in  military  attire,  for  he 
wore  his  fringed  leggings  stuck  in. 
cavalry  boots,  and  his  dark,  curling  hair 
was  sheltered  by  a  broad-brimmed  som¬ 
brero  encircled  by  a  golden  cord  and 
ornamented  with  a  pair  of  crossed  sabres 
of  gold.  His  form  was  faultless,  grace¬ 
ful,  and  his  face  not  only  a  very  hand¬ 
some  one,  but  every  feature.  wras 
stamped  with  fearlessness,  determina¬ 
tion,  and  intellect.  » 

At  the  time  this  man  is  presented  to 
the  reader  he  was  engaged  in  polishing 
the  silver  mounting  of  his  Evans  rifle, 
which  held  in  its  slender  stock  thirty- 
tour  leaden  messengers  of  death. 

I  pon  the  other  side  of  the  fire,  quiet 
and  meditative,  sat  a  prairie-man,  for 
such  his  attire  and  appearance  indi¬ 
cated.  His  buckskin  suit  showed  signs 
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of  much  wear,  yet  was  fancifully  fringed 
and  trimmed  with  quills  stained  red 
and  blue.  He  was  a  man  of  herculean 
build,  about  forty  years  of  age,  and  with 
a  face  weather-beaten  and  scarred,  as 
if  from  exposure  to  rough  usage  of  the 
elements,  steel,  and  lead.  Around  his 
waist  was  a  buckskin  belt  holding  a  pair 
of  serviceable  revolvers  and  a  long 
knife,  whose  blade  was  dented  from  hilt 
to  point.  A  faded,  stained  sombrero 
covered  his  head, 'and  at  his  side,  as 
if  from  habit,  was  his  ride,  a  seven- 
shooter. 

As  the  shades  of  night  crept  over  the 
encampment  the  snow  began  to  fall 
heavily,  and  the  party  of  four  gathered 
around  the  repast  set  before  them  by 
the  negro  cook.  Those  four  were;  the 
Englishman,  the  Earl  of  Lochiel;  bus 
comrade,  Jules  Vernon,  once  an  officer 
of  the  French  army ;  Captain  Leo 
Markham,  from  Fort  Ellis,  to  whom  the 
English  noble  had  brought  letters  of 
introduction  from  friends  in  New  York, 
and  who  had  accepted  the  invitation  to 
join  the  party  for  a  hunt  in  Yellowstone 
Valley. 

The  fourth  man  was  Trapper  Dan,  tire 
scout  and  guide  of  the  expedition,  and 
said  to  oe  the  cnly  man  who  had  ever 
gone  alone  into  the  unknown  land  which 
love  of  adventure  and  sport  had  now  in¬ 
fluenced  th©  Earl  of  Lochiel  and  Jules 
Vernon  to  explore. 

At  Baseman  City,  the  expedition  had 
been  fitted  out,  ponies,  pack-mules,  and 
other  necessaries  purchased,  and  with 
Pompey  and  Jake,  the  two  negro  ser¬ 
vants,  the  daring  little  party  had  set 
forth  upon  their  dangerous  trip- 
dangerous  because  around  them  were 
bands  of  hostile  Indians,  and  they  were 
going  into  a  country  where  few  white 
men  dared  go.' 

Yellowstone  Valley  was  an  unknown 
land  where  strange  stories  were  told  of 
stranger  deeds  done  there  ;  where  lakes 
of  icy  and  boiling  waters  were  side  by 
side,,  and  silvery  streams  bounded  over 
precipices  a  thousand  feet  in  height; 
where  dark  caverns  penetrated  the 
mountains,  and  deep  canyons  set  forth 
ten  thousand  echoes  from  one  sound; 
where  weird,  spectral  beings,  were  said 
to  dwell,  and  which  the  Indians  called 
the  home  of  the  Bad  Spirit. 


As  the  snow-flakes  fell  around  them 
and  shut  out  all  the  w'orld  except  about 
their  camp-fire,  and  the  winds  howled 
mournfully  through  the  tree-tops,  the 
party  crouched  closer  to  each  other,  and 
more  logs  were  thrown  upon  the  fire, 
for  they  could  not  but  feel  a  dread,  a 
loneliness,  that  would  not  be  banished. 
Then,  from  its  shelter  in  the  tent,  a 
large,  gaunt  hound  arose,  sniffed  the 
air,  and  from  its  red  mouth  came  forth 
a  long  and  piteous  howl.  Thrice  it  was 
repeated,  and  Pompey,  the  cook,  said 
in  subdued  tones : 

“  Nowr,  jist  listen  ter  that  durned  dorg 

he’s  tryin’  to  skeer  us.” 

“Yas,  an’  he  needn’t  try  no  more, 
’kase  I’se  skoered  now,”  announced 
Jake. 

Whether  Gilbert,  Earl  of  Lochiel,  was 
impressed  also  by  the  dog’s  pitiful  wail, 
we  know  not,  but  he  said  sternly ; 

“ Down v Noble!  Down,  sir!” 

“Yes,  my  lord,  or  his  racket’ll  fotek 
Injuns  lookin5  for  us,  an’  then  some  of 
us’ll  git  a  bullet  or  two  fer  keeps,” 
said  Trapper  Dan.  Then  he  arose  and 
continued  quietly  :  “  I’ll  just  scout  round 
the  camp  a  leetle,  an’  then  we’ll  turn 
in,  for  I’se  very  tired,  an’  I’se  got  a 
heavy  feelin5  heur.” 

As  he  spoke  he  laid  his  hand  upon  his 
heart — the  last  act  of  his  life,  for  from 
the  gloom  of  the  trees  came  a  whirring 
sound,  and  Trapper  Dan  fell  heavily  to 
the  ground. 

Leo1  Markham  was  the  first  one  by  his 
side,  and  an  exclamation  of  horror  hurst 
from  his  lips. 

“  Good  Heaven !  an  arrow  is  buried  in 
his  heart !  ”  he  cried 

CHAPTER  2. 

A  Job  for  Buffalo  Bill. 

Several  days  after  the  departure  of 
the  hunters  from  Baseman  City  a 
stranger  .arrived  in  town,  coming  from 
Sterling.  He  w'as  weU  mounted,  well 
dressed,  and  well  armed — -a  slender, 
graceful  youth,  seeming  scarcely  more 
than  twenty,  and  yet  with  a  face 
strangely  sad  and  stern.  His  feature.; 
were  bold  and  most  regular,  his  eyes 
large,  full  of  fire,  and  even  restless, 
while  upon  his  mouth  rested  a  look  el 
almost  nervousness,  though  his  manner 
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was  cool  as  an  iceberg  and  bis  hand  as 
steady  as  iron. 

Stopping  at  the  best  tavern  in  Bose- 
man,  this  young  man  at  once  sought 
the  'host  and  asked: 

“  Have  you  entertained  an  English 
nobleman  and  a  Frenchman  here  of 
late  r‘” 

‘‘Yes;  they  left  several  days  ago  upon 
a  foolhardy  trip  to  the  Yellowstone. ” 

A  shade  of  disappointment  crossed 
the  face  of  the  stranger,  and  he  said 
slowly  : 

“To  the  Yellowstone? ” 

“Yes — they  have  gone  on  a  hunt 
there ;  but  1  think  the  Injuns  will  soon 
drive  them  back.” 

“'How  many  were  in  the  party?” 

“The  Englishman,  the  Frenchman, 
Captain  Leo  Markham,  an  officer  from 
the  fort,  Trapper  Dan,  the  guide,  and 
two  niggers.”  [f  } 

“Six..  This  is  risky ,  I  should  think; 
but  it  is  absolutely  necessary  that  I 
should  follow  this!  party,  landlord,  and 
I  shall  he  glad  if  you  will  direct  to 
an  escort  and  guide.” 

“There  is  none  of  the  hoys  in  now? 
but—” 

.  “ ^Yas  there’s  several  as  has  j  1st  come 
111  from  Alf  Slade’s  old  ranch,”  volun¬ 
teered  a  bar-room  loafer,  and  he  added, 
with  a  view  to  earning  a  drink,  “I’ll 
go  and  tell  ’em  yer  wants  ter  see  ’em.” 

“Do  so,  my  man*’  and  the  stranger 
handed  the  loafer  a  coin.  Then  he 
added:  “Host,  give .  me  a  room,  and 
when  the  men  come  send  them  up  ;  also 
have  dinner  for  me  in  an  hour.” 

The. young  man  was  shown  to  the  best 
room  in  the  house,  for  there  was  some¬ 
thing  in  his  manner  and  appearance 
that  commanded  respect.  With  an  air 
of  weariness  he  threw  himself  into  a 
chair  and  covered  his  face  with  his 
hands.  For  some  minutes  he  sat  thus, 
and  v,  hen  at  length  he  removed  his 
hands  his  face  was  very  pale,  his  lips 
white  and  stern.  JW 

the  end  is  coming-after  long 
years  the  end  is  almost  here.  A  few 
more  days  and  Gilbert,  Earl  of  Lochiel, 
'Jui.es  >  01  non,  and  myself  will  again 
meet  lace  to  face*  Ha!  here  comes 

the  guide.  Come  in !”  he  called  out  as 
a  knock  was  heard. 

Here  s  several  of  ther  boys,  boss, 


an’  they’s  teams,  you  bet,  ef  yor  want 
fellers  as  is  on  the  shoot  at  the  drop 
o’  a  hat,”  and  the  messenger  thus  intro¬ 
duced  four  men  who  entered  the  room 
with  him. 

The  appearance  of  the  men  was  cer¬ 
tainly  border-like,  and  they  looked  as 
though  they  were  all  that  they  had 
been  represented  —  tall,  muscular, 
rough-looking  fellows,  with  long  beards 
and  longer  hair — men  who  dwelt  among 
dangers  on  the  open  prairie  two-thirds 
of  their  time. 


“Be  seated,  gentlemen.  I  gent  for 
you  to  talk  business.  Here,  my  man, 
have  glasses,  liquors,  and  cigars  sent 

up.” 

The  loafer  disappeared,  and  the  men 
threw  themselves  into  chairs  and  gazed 
upon  the  mere  youth  before  them.  l  or 
the  time  being  only  a  few  commonplace 
remarks  were  exchanged,  and  then  the 
loafer  returned,  accompanied  by  a  ser¬ 
vant  bearing  the  required  drinkables. 


-oenma  tne  two  came  another  per¬ 
sonage  a  tall,  splendidw-formed  man. 
of .  perhaps  twe.nty-five,  with  *  a  face 
strangely  handsome,  a  dark  moustache 
niat  a  Broadway  exquisite  would  have 
been  proud  of,  long  wavy  hair  that  a 
woman*  would  have  envied,  and  dark 
expressive  eyes  fringed  with  long  lashes’ 
He  was  dressed  in  a.  new  suit  of  the 
finest  buckskin,  ornamented  in  various 
ways.  He  wore  moccasins,  and  his  step 
was  as  light  as  an  Indian’s;  while  his 
head  was  sheltered  by  a  dove-coloured 
sombrero,  pinned  up  on  one  side. 
Around  his  waist  was  a  belt  containing 
a  pair  of  silver-mounted  pistols  and  a 
bowie-knife,  while  at  his  back  was  sinner 
an  Evans  thirty-four  shooting  rifle 
As  this  man  took  a  seat  near  the 

window  he  bowed  very  politely  to  the 
stranger, 

‘‘This  henr  is  Buffler  Bill,  sir.  the  bos® 

of  ther  perarie,  an’  ther  whitest  roan  in 
these  hern-  parts.” 

Such  was  the  loafer’s  introduction  of 
the  newcomer,  who  said  pleasantly : 

Ity  name  is  Cody,  sir  ;  on  the  plains 
my  friends  call  me  Buffalo  Bill.  Whisky 
bam  says  you  want  a  guide  ” 

There  was  something  jn  Codv’s 
manner  that  at  once  drew  the  straiFm 

towards  him,  and  he  answered  with 
respect:  WILU 
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“My  name  is  Burt  Belford,  sir,  and 
I  am  glad  to  meet  you*  Yes,  I  want 
a  guide  to  the  Yellowstone.  Gentlemen, 
help  yourseilves  to  drinks,  and  then  we 
will  talk  business.’ ’ 

The  four  first  comers  at  once  obeyed 
the  invitation,  and  generously,  while 
Whisky  Sam,  the  loafer,  sidled  up  to 
the  table  and  da«shed  off  a  quantity  of 
brandy  that  would  have  served  a  small 
hospital  for  medicinal  purposes. 

Buffalo  Bill  did  not  drink,  neither  did 
Burt  Belford.  The  former  said  politely  : 

“  Excuse  me,  sir  ;  as  liquor  unsteadies 
one’s  nerves,  I  seldom  drink.  You  wish 
a  guide  to  the  Yellowstone,  you  said?” 

“Yes.  A  party  of  six  persons  left 
here  several  days  ago  for  that  country, 
and  it  is  my  desire  to  strike  their  trail. 
I  want  a  competent  guide  and  as  many 
men  as  he  thinks  it  necessary  to  take 
for  protection.  Will  you  he  that  guide ?” 

“Yes.  The  Yellowstone  is  a  country 
into  which  few  white  men  venture,  and 
.seldom  is  a  redskin  found  in  the  vicinity  ; 
but  I  will  guide  you  there,  sir,  and  my 
‘four  comrades  here  will  go  too — will  you 
not,  boys?” 

“Oh,  yas;  we’ll  go  anywhar  for  tin,’’ 
said  Powder  Bob,  so  called  from  his 
powder-burnt  face. 

“You  shall  be  liberally  paid,  all  of 
you,”  said  Belford.  “To  you,  Mr.  Cody, 
I  leave  the  fitting  out  of  the  expedition 
— here  is  money — and  I  desire  to  start 
with  to-morrowks  sun.” 

“We  shall  be  ready,  sir.  Are  you 
well  mounted  yourself?” 

“Yes,  and'  thoroughly  armed.  If  you 
wish  two  more  men  besides  our  friends 
here,  get  them,  for  the  service  I  am 
going  on,  I  warn  you,  is  no  child’s-play. 
I  want  men  to  face  any  danger  that  I 
dare  risk.” 

“We’re  ther  boys  ter  dance  ter  yer 
music,  you  bet,”  said  Prairie  Pete,  one 
of  the  quartet. 

“That  is  what  I  wish.  He  who  skulks 
quarrels  with  me.  Now,  let  the  boys 
have  some  money  out  of  what  I  have 
given  you,  Mr.  Cody,  to  get  anything 
jfchat  they  may  need.” 

At  dawn  the  following  day  Belford 
was  in  the  saddle,  and  with  Buffalo 
Bill  and  six  stalwart  frontiersmen  rode 
away  out  of  Boseman  to  strike  upon  the 
trail  of  Lord  Gilbert  and  his  party. 


CHAPTER  3.  ; 

The  Mad  Giant. 

When  Leo  Markham  beheld  the  arrow 
embedded  in  the  heart  of  Trapper  Dan 
he  lost  no  time  in  vain  regrets,  hut 
with  more  courage  than  prudence 
bounded'  at  once  into  the  timber,  run¬ 
ning  in  the  direction  from  which  the 
shot  had  come. 

He  had  gone  but  a  few  rods  when  a 
tall  form  was  dimly  seen  flying  before 
him.  With  increased  speed  the  young 
soldier  rushed  on,  firing  several  shots 
at  the  retreating  form,  hut  apparently 
with  no  effect,  as  the  assassin  sped  on 
with  undiminished  vigour. 

Dimly  seen  through  the  falling  snow 
andl  shadow's  of  night,  the  fugitive 
looked  strangely  wreird-like  and  spec- 
tral.  ninrl  *r™°-4iead  to  foot-in  white, 
he  seemed  of  her cidejui  build . 

“Ha!  I  am  gainmf;  upon  him.  He 
is  a  tremendous  fellow,  but  I  will  try 
my  strength  with  him,”  cried  Leo  Mark¬ 
ham,  and  with  increased  speed  he  rushed 
on — to  be  confronted  the  next  instant  by 
the  pursued,  who  had  suddenly  turned 
upon  his  pursuer. 

Quickly  the  young  officer  raised  his 
revolver  and  pulled  the  trigger.  The 
cap  snapped,  and  ere  he  could  offer  more 
assistance  he  was  in  the  arms  of  a  giant. 

Leo  Markham  was  the  crack  shot, 
rider,  and  gytnnast  of  the  fort,  and  his 
strength  was  considered  marvellous,  but 
he  suddenly  found  himself  powerless  in 
the  grasp  of  his  foe.  Could  it. be  human, 
he  though %^his  huge,  brute-like  being, 
robed  inJdlb  skin  of  a  grizzly  bear  ? 

TKe  eyes  g"  fared  in  tho  claricncss,  and 
the  young  soldier  noticed  that  masses 
of  dark  hair  hung  almost  to  his  adver¬ 
sary’s  waist,  and  a  beard,  knotted  and 
rough,  reached  t-q  his  belt,  in  which  was 
a  long,  double-bladed  knife. 

With  gigantic  efforts  Leo  Markham 
struggled  to  free  himself — to  at  least 
raise  his  revolver  or  draw  his  knife.  It 
was  impossible — the  man  held  him  in. 
a  clutch  of  iron,  while  he  hissed  forth 
in  a  voice  hoarse  with  passion: 

“You  have  followed  me  to  your  rum, 
boy.  Come,  come  to  my  dominions  ;  von 
will  make  rare  sport  for  me  in  my  home 
of  the  condemned.” 
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"Good  Heaven!  I  am  in  the  hands  of 
a  madman — the  strange  stories  told  by 
hunters  and  Indiansi  are  but  too  true,” 
thought  Leo  Markham,  and  with  des¬ 
perate  energy  he  made  another  effort 
to  free  himself. 

But  in  vain  the  struggle  ;  the  mad¬ 
man  held  his  arms  in  a  clutch  of  steel, 
raised  him  from  the  ground,  and  strode 
swiftly  away  through  the  timber,  mut¬ 
tering  unintelligible  words  in  his  hoarse, 
hollow  voice. 

A  mile  perhaps  he  had  gone,  and  then, 
he  pushed  aside  the  dense  foliage  of  a 
thicket,  as  if  to  thread  his  way  through, 
yet  still  holding  the  soldier  in  his  iron 
grasp.  As  the  thicket  parted  there 
came  a  loud  roar,  a  heavy  blow,  and 
Leo  Markham  felt  the  blood  start  from 
a  wound  in  his  head. 

"With  a  scream  of  rage  the  madman 
hurled  his  prisoner  from  him  with  great 
force  and  sprang  forward. 

Leo  Markham’s  head  struck  the  trunk 
of  a  tree,  and  the  fall  half -stunned  him  ; 
yet  though  unable  to  rise  he  witnessed 
the  terrible  scene  that  followed* 

The  thicket’s  foliage  was  pushed 
violently  aside,  and  from  it,  with  angry 
growls,  stalked  a  huge  bear,  reared 
upon 'its  hind-feet,  mouth  open,  and 
fore-claws  extended — a  monster  of  the 
forest  disturbed  in  its  lair. 

The  madman,  who  in  his  bearskin 
dress  seemed  scarcely  less  brutish  than 
his  formidable  foe,  drew  his  gleaming 
knife  and  with  a  terrible  cry  rushed  to 
the  attack*  With  terrific  force  the  man 
and  brute  came  together,  clinched,  and 
then  began  an  awful  struggle. 

Over  the  snow-clad  earth,  crashing 
through  the  thicket,  trampling  the 
ground,  crushing  the  branches,  and 
with  savage  growls  and  fierce  cries,  the 
weird  contestants  struggled  in  deadly 
strife— struggled  until  the  growls  of 
the  four-footed  monster  became  weaker 
and  weaker,  and  the  cries  of  the  mad¬ 
man  fiercer  and  louder. 

At  length  the  two  fell  heavily  to  the 
ground.  A  final  moment  of  combat, 
and  the  human  being  sprang  to  his  feet, 
a  long,  loud,  savage  shout  of  joy  burst¬ 
ing  from  his  lips,  his  huge,  blood-stained 
knife  raised  above  bis  head. 

Then  Leo  Markham,  still  weak  and 
benumbed,  attempted  to  prepare  for 


the  death-struggle  which  he  expected 
would  come,  for  he  feared  his  mad 
captor  would  now  turn  upon  him. 

With  a  great  effort  he  managed  to 
raise  his  revolver;  but  ere  he  could  fire 
there  burst  from  the  giant’s  lips  a  peat 
of  demoniac  laughter,  and  with  the 
speed  of  a  deer  be  bounded  away  and 
disappeared  in  the  timber. 

"Thank  Heaven  !  he  has  forgotten  my 
very  existence.  Now.  Leo  Markham,  if 
you  prize  life,  you  had  better  strike  the 
back  trail  for  camp,  or  you  may  yet  sea 
that  devil’s  dominions.” 

So  saying,  the  young  soldier  pulled 
himself  together,  staggered  to  his  feet, 
and  taking  the  track  by  which  they 
had  come,  and  which  was  plainly 
marked  through  the  snow’,  he  walked 
on  with  all  the  strength  and  speed  he 
could  summon.  As  he  proceeded  lio 
gained  new  strength,  and  after  half  aru 
hour  came  in  sight  of  the  camp-fire. 

A  moment  more  and  he  threw  him¬ 
self  down  before  the  burning  logs,  his 
head  and  face  red  with  blood,  from  one 
of  the  sharp  claws  of  the  bear  in  its 
fa*st  blow',  and  his  appearance  that  of 
a  man  who  had  seen  something  terrible. 

“Well,  you  met  and  punished  the 
slayer  of  the  guide?”  cried  Lord  LochieL 
hurrying  anxiously  towards  him., 

‘‘ f  met  him — it  was  the  Devil  him¬ 
self,”  and  Leo  Markham  fainted  away 
from  loss  of  blood  and  exhaustion. 

Lord  Lochiel  was  somewhat  of  a 
surgeon  in  his  way— in  early  life  he  had 
seen  rough  service  in  India. — and  he  at 
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Captain  Markham’s  head  and  stanch 
the  bleeding.  This  done,  he  soon  re¬ 
vived  the  young  soldier,  who  in  an 
hour’s  time  was  able  to  give  a  full 
account  of  his  strange  adventure  and 
timely  deliverance. 

"Now,  what  is  to  he  done?  Trapper 
Dan  lies  over  there  under  yonder  tree, 
dead — the  arrow  pierced  his  heart — and 

we  are  without  a  guide,”  said  Lord 
Lochiel. 

"True,  and  I  am  not  enough  of  a 
plainsman  to  act  as  guide.  AVere  the 
snow  off  the  ground  I  could  doubtless 
do  well  enough,  but  my  limited  know- 
tedge  oi.  trading  ceases  at  this  difficultv. 
We  shall  have  to  retrace  our  steps!” 
replied  Markham.  » 
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“  It  is  too  bad ;  but  I  will  Ret  other 
guides  and  return — I  will  not  be  dis¬ 
appointed  of  my  hunt  in  these  wilds. 
Will  you  be  well  enough  to  ride  to¬ 
morrow  ?” 

“  Oh  yes ;  I’ll,  be  all  right  in  the  morn¬ 
ing.  We  will  th^n  bury  poor  Dan  and 
return  to>  the  fort  for  guides.  I  am 
anxious  to  solve  this  mystery  of  the 
mad  giant,  for  he  is  nothing  else.  I 
was  a  mere  child  in  his  powerful  clutch.” 

With  the  peep  of  day  the  camp  was 
astir.  The  snow  had  ceased  to  fall,  but 
dull,  leaden  clouds  hung  low  in  the  skies, 
and  the  earth  was  white  over  hill  and 
valley.  Beneath  a  large  tree,  with  the 
snow  for  a  winding-sheet,  lay  the  cold 
form  of  Trapper  Dan — a  warming  that 
deadly  danger  lurked  about  the  little 
party. 

Leo  Markham,  though  weak,  was 
otherwise  quite  well,  .and  preparations 
were  at  once  made  for  the  burial  of  the 
guide,  who  was  soon  after  consigned  to 
his  shallow  grave,  his  blanket  wrapped 
around  him. 

In  the  bark  of  the  tree  at  the  head 
of  the  grave  Jules  Vernon  skilfully 
carved  the  name  and  date  of  death  of 
the  man,  and  then  the  three  white  men 
sat  down  to  the  breakfast  which  Pompey 
had  prepared.  They  had  barely  finished 
when  Jake  dashed  into  the  camp  from 
the  timber,  where  he  had  gtme  to  catch 
a  loose  pony,  and  his  face  was  ashen 
with  fright  as  he  cried : 

“OH.  lawks!  oh,  lawks!” 

“What  the  deuce  is  the  matter,  manr 
Speak  out!”  cried  Lord  Lochiel.  4 

“  I  seed  a  ghost — a  real  ghost,  I  did,  1 
cried  the  negro. 

“A  ghost!  Nonsense.  You  have 
been  frightened  at  your  own  shadow, 
Jake,”  said  Leo  Markham. 

“No,  sah!  I  don’t  hab  no  shadow 
when  de  sun  don’t  shine.  I  was  out 
yander,  an’  I  heerd  a  noise,  an’  a  hoss 
went  by  me  like  lightnin’ ,  an’  on  him 

back  was  a  gal.”  _ 

“An  Indian,  or  a  white  girl,  Jake? 

“How  I  know,  sah?  She  went  flyin’, 
I  tell  you,  an’  I  made  tracks  fur  camp.” 

Leo  M^rivham  was  about  to  reply 
when  from  the  summit  of  a  hill  near 
by  came  a  loud,  clear  halloo.  All  started 
and  turned  their  eyes  in  the  direction 
from  which  came  the  sound;  but  they 


could  see  no  One.  Again  wras  the  hallco 
repeated,  and  in  his  ringing  voice  Leo 
Markham  shouted  back  in  answer. 

“The  Indians  are  on  your  trail. 
Strike  camp  at  once  and  retreat  up 
Yellowstone  Valley.  They  will  not 
follow  you  there.” 

The  voice  was  clear,  distinct,  girlish, 
but  the  speaker  was  invisible. 

“I  have  warned  you- — you  have  no 
time  to  lose — the  redskins  are  not  far 
away,”  again  called  out  the  voice. 

“  Our  guide  was  killed  last  night  .  We 
know  not  the  way,”  cried  Leo  Mark¬ 
ham 

“Then  come  to  this  hill  and  strike 
my  trail — you  can  easily  _  follow  it 
through  the  snow — and  it  will  lead  you 
to  a  place  of  safety.” 

“Who  are  you?” 

“It  matters  not.  Hasten,  for  you 
have  no  time  to  lose.” 

A  short  consultation  followed,  and  it 
was  decided  to  follow  the  strange  guide. 

The  ponies  were  quickly  saddled,  the 
tents  struck  and  packed,  and  then  the 
party  moved  away  from  the  encamp¬ 
ment. 

Leo  Markham  led  th9  way,  and  upon 
reaching  the  summit  of  the  hill  whence 
the  voice  had  com©  they  discerned  the 
tracks  of  a  pony,  evidently  an  unshed 
mustang.  The  trail  had  come  from  the 
timber  where  Jake  had  been  to  catch 
the  stray  pony,  and  led  down  from  the 
hill  into  the  valley. 

Without  hesitation  they  followed  the 
freshly-made  tracks,  and  as  they  went 
down  the  hill-side  there  was  wafted  to 
their  ears  from  the  plains  behind  them 
the  sound  of  distant  firing  and  the  wild 
war-cries  of  the  Sioux. 

Their  strange  guide  had  told  the 
truth — there  was  danger  behind  them ; 
and  at  a  rapid  pace  they  pushed  on  in 
the  trail  of  their  unknown  and  unseen 
friend,  who  had  promised  to  lead  them 
to  safety,  and  yet  who  kept  so  mys¬ 
teriously  out  of  sight. 

CHAPTER  4. 

Saved  From  the  Sioux. 

An  hour’s  ride  brought  the  party  to 
the  river  at  a  point  not  many  mil°s 
below  Yellowstone  Lake.  Here  the 
beautiful  valley  widened,  with  rolling 
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hills  extending  back  some  distance  to 
the  main  range. 

Towards  noon  they  came  in  sight  of 
some  remarkable-looking  ledges,  of 
different  coloured  stone,  nearly  a  hun¬ 
dred  feet  in  height  and  from  fifty  to 
sixty  feet  apart.  Towards  these  the 
solitary  trail  through  the  light  snow 
led,  and  in  a  short  while  the  little  party 
found  a  shelter  among  the  friendly 
ledges,  between  which  coursed  a  small 
rivulet.  Here  they  lost  the  trail  they 
had  been  following ;  it  went  to  the  very 
bank  of  the  rivulet,  and  there  it  ended. 

But  they  had  no  time  to  conjecture 
upon  what  had  become  of  their  strange 
guide,  for  behind  them  the  cries  of 
their  pursuers  drew  nearer  and  nearer, 
coming  on,  not  in  their  usually  noise¬ 
less,  tireless  way,  but  like  baying 
hounds  on  the  track,  a  certain  sign  that 
they  knew  the  number  of  their  foes, 

and  were  confident  in  their  own 

■ 

strength.  • 

“Here  we  must  fight  them— that  is 
evident.  We  have  certainly  a  magni¬ 
ficent  position,  and  our  horses  can  be 
amply  protected,  while  our  rifles  and 
shot-guns  will  give  us  plenty  of  fire¬ 
arms.” 

Markham  spoke  coolly,  although  ho 
knew  their  situation  was  desperate,  and 
at  once  set  to  work  to  select  a  position 
and  prepare  for  defence. 

In  a  few  moments  the  horses  had 
been  placed  in  a  sheltered  position,  be¬ 
hind  a  kind  of  rocky  chamber  in  the 
cliff,  and  getting  out  their  sporting 
arms,  as  well  as  those  they  carried  for 
defence,  the  little  party  stood  at  bay. 

“Now,  Pompey,  you  and  Jake  must 
do  your  duty.  Those  ffellows  coming 
are  not  ghosts;  but  they  will  make 
ghosts  of  you  if  you  don't  aid  us  to  beat 
them  off.  When  you  fire,  don’t  shut 
both  eyes  and  blaze  away  at  the  sky, 
but  take  good  aim  and  kill  every  time,” 
and  Leo  Markham  placed  the  two 
negroes  in  good  positions. 

Both  Pompey  and  Jake  felt  that  they 
were  in  ^  close  quarters,  and  at  once 
settled  themselves  with  the  determina¬ 
tion  to  do  their  duty. 

“Oh,  lav/!  look  a-yander!” 

It  was  Jake  who  spoke,  and  all  eyes 
turned  in  the  direction  in  which  he 
pointed. 


Was  it  a  wonder  that  the  faces  of 
those  three  white  men  turned  pale,  that 
their  hearts  throbbed  quickly  at  what 
they  saw  P 

Out  from  the  shadow  of  a  distant 
hill,  following  closely  upon  their  trail, 
came  a  large  band  of  mounted  warriors, 
fully  two  hundred  strong. 

“  Had  we  only  been  able  to  reach 
Emigrants’  Gulch  we  should  be  safe,” 
said  Leo  Markham.  “Beyond  that 
point  no  Indian  dare  come.  They  will 
not  intrude  into  what  they  supersti- 
tiously  call  the  Devil’s  Home.” 

“  I  wish  we  could  have  reached  it ; 
but,  as  it  is,  we  have  but  one  chance — 
to  fight  it  out,”  replied  Lord  Lochiel. 

“We  were  silly  to  come  with  so  small 
a  party,”  remarked  Jules  Vernon. 

“  It  is  useless  to  bewail  our  errors 
now,  gentlemen;  we  must  fight.  See, 
the  Indians  are  preparing  for  an  at¬ 
tack,  for  they  doubtless  know  we  are 
hidden  here.  Fools!  do  they  think  a 
couple  of  score  of  warriors  can  dislodge 
us?”  and  Captain  Markham  laughed  as 
he  saw  a  small  band  of  Sioux  separate 
themselves  from  the  main  body. 

Mounted  upon  their  hardy  ponies, 
the  detail  of  warriors  came  dashing  on 
towards  the  ledges,  yelling  fiercely  as 
they  rode.  As  if  confident  of  an  easy 
victory,  they  swept  up  in  solid  mass, 
until  only  two  hundred  yards  separated 
them  from  the  little  party. 

“  Now !  all  together !  fire !” 

As  Leo  Markham’s  stern  order  rang 
out  five  shots  pealed  forth,  and  down 
went  several  Indians  and  ponies,  for 
even  Pompey  and  Jake  had  not  thrown 
their  fire  away.  Then,  in  the  confusion 
that  followed,  the  rattling  of  the  re¬ 
peating-rifles  was  heard,  and  warrior 
and  pony  went  down  until  a  dozen  lay 
upon  the  ground,  and  the  demoralised 
Sioux  turned  with  wild  cries  and  rushed 
back  towards  the  shelter  of  the  hills. 

“That  has  taught  them  a  lesson- 
now  they  will  attack  us  in  full  force,” 
quietly  said  Captain  Markham,  hastily 
reloading  his  matchless  Evans  rifle. 

^Tt  was  soon  evident  that  he  spoke 
truly,  for  the  whole  band  moved  out 
from  the  hills, 

“They  are  divided  into  four  parties, 
and  will  attack  us  from  as  many  points 
simultaneously,”  said  Jules  Vernon* 
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Like  an  avalanche  the  warrior  bands 
swept  on,  coming  from  four  directions 
at  the  same  time. 

“My  lord,  I  will  take  the  party  in 
our  front,  you  the  one  on  the  left,  Mr. 
Vernon  the  band  on  the  right;  and, 
Pompey  and  Jake,  you  blaze  away  at 
those  fellows  who  are  trying  to  turn 
our  position. ” 

Instantly,  at  long  range,  the  repeat¬ 
ing-rifles  opened,  and,  in  a  number  of 
instances,  with  deadly  effect ;  but,  con¬ 
fident  in  their  numbers,  the  Sioux 
rushed  on.  Nearer  and  nearer  they 
came,  their  wild  war-cries  making  the 
valley  echo  again,  and  their  hideous 
faces  growing  more  and  more  distinct. 

“  Ha !  we  are  surprised !  turn  and 
defend  yourselves,”  rang  out  Captain 
Markham’s  stern  order  as  a  score  of 
dark  forms  bounded  into  the  rocky  fort¬ 
ress  from  behind  them./  “Hold!  on 
your  lives  fire  not — it  is  our  guide,”  he 
added  as  a  slender  form,  a  girl,  sprang 
to  his  side,  and  her  cl£ar  voice  rang  out 
with  the  cheering  cry: 

“Banack  braves,  yonder  are  your 
enemies,  the  Sioux!  Beat  them  back!” 

In  spite  of  their  desperate  situation, 
the  small  party  of  gallant  defenders  of 
the  ledges  turned  their  gaze  upon  those 
who  had  come  to  their  aid  so  unexpec¬ 
tedly,  and  especially  upon  tho  leader  of 
the  grim  warriors,  who,  obeying  the 
ringing  order,  threw  themselves  behind 
every  available  point  of  rock  and 
poured  in  an  unerring  fire  upon  the 
charging  Sioux,  now  not  thirty  paces 
distant. 

The  girl  who  thus  led  the  Banack 
braves  was  scarcely  more  than  sixteen, 
with  a  slender  form,  perfectly  moulded, 
and  as  graceful  in  every  move  as  a  deer. 
Her  hair  hung  in  luxuriant  waves  down 
her  back,  and  reached  below  her  waist, 
while  a  headdress  of  bead-work  and  gay 
feathers  kept  it  back  from  her  fore¬ 
head.  Her  face  was  nut-brown  in  hue, 
every  feature  perfect,  and  fearless 
determination  mingled  with  its  loveli¬ 
ness.  Her  dress  was  a  tight-fitting 
bodice  of  buckskin,  elaborately  beaded 
and  worked  with  stained  quills  of  blue 
and  red  :  a  skirt,  reaching  to  her  knees, 
was  fancifully  embroidered,  and  leg¬ 
gings  of  the  finest  dressed  buckskin 
were  fringed  down  the  outer  seams. 


Moccasins  were  upon  her  small  feet, 
and  about  her  Waist  was  a  sash,  ingeni¬ 
ously  made  of  strips  of  buckskin  dyed 
various  colours.  In  this  sash  were  a 
revolver  of  medium  size,  a  knife,  and 
a  quiver  of  arrows,  while  at  her  back 
was  slung  a  long  bow.  tn  her  hands, 
and  fired  with  coolness  and  precision, 
was  a  small,  silver-mounted  repeating- 
rifie. 

Throwing  themselves  into  the  front, 
three-score  of  Banack  braves  poured  in 
a  fire  upon  the  coming  Sioux  which 
caused  them  to  recoil  for  an  instant; 
but  with  wild  cries  they  again  pressed 
on,  and  reached  the  rocky  ledge.  Then 
the  whites  opened  fire  with  their  revol¬ 
vers,  the  Banacks  with  rifles  and 
arrows,  and  a  desperate  conflict  ensued. 

For  several  moments  it  was  a  fierce 
struggle  for  mastery.  Then  the  Sioux 
were  beaten  back  from  the  ledge,  and, 
the  Banacks  following  up  the  advan¬ 
tage,  the  boasted  rulers  of  the  prairies 
turned  and  fled,  leaving  one-fourth  of 
their  number  dead  or  dying  behind 
them. 

Long,  loud,  and  deep  rang  out  the 
triumphant  war-cry  of  the  Banacks, 
and  the  whites  joined  with  them  in 
their  shouts  of  victory. 

Walking  up  to  the  girl  who  had  led 
the  Banacks  to  the  rescue  in  the  nick 
of  time,  Leo  Markham  said: 

“  To  you  we  owe  our  lives,  and  deeply 
do  we  appreciate  what  you  have  done 
for  us.” 

The  maiden’s  face  flushed  as  she  said 
quietly:  4 

“I  was  riding  up  the  valley,  saw  the 
Sioux,  and  coming  upon  your  camp 
warned  you  anfl.  guided  you  hither,  the 
best  place  I  knew  of  to  resist  an  attack. 
Then  I  sought  the  camp  of  these  brave 
Banacks,  who  have  been  hunting  here 
the  past  few  weeks,  and  they  came  with 
me  to  your  aid.” 

“And  may  I  ask  the  name  of  the  one 
who  lias  done  us  this  favour?”  and  Lord 
Lochiel  gazed  with  admiration  upon  the 
young,  girl.  - 

“Yes,  lady,  we  would  know  the  sweet 
name  of  our  fair  guide  and  preserver,” 
remarked  Jules  Vernon,  politely  raising 

his  hat.  .  7  Jt 

“Remember  me  as  the  Girl  Guicte, 

archly  replied  the  maiden. 
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"  I  -know  of  no  settlement  in  this 
valley  from  which  you  could  have  come. 
Can  it  be  possible  that  there  is  one  ?” 
asked  Leo  Markham. 

“No,  there  is  no  settlement  in  the 
Yellowstone.  Bartlett’s  Ranch,  below, 
here,  is  the  verge  of  civilisation  in  this 
direction — more  I  cannot  tell  you. 
Farewell.” 

As  the  maiden  spoke  she  bowed,  waved 
her  hand,  and  glided  away  among  the 
ledges,  with  a  something  in  her  manner 
that  forbade  their  detaining  her  longer. 
Watching  her  with  interest  they  saw 
her  enter  a  small  ravine,  and  the  next 
instant  reappear  mounted  upon  the 
back  of  a  snow-white  mustang.  .  An¬ 
other  wave  of  the  hand  and  she  bounded 
away  and  disappeared  from  view. 

Then  the  disappointed  whites  turned 
to  the  Banacks  for  further  information  ; 
but  these  worthy  warriors  could  tell 
them  little — they  belonged  to  a  hunt¬ 
ing-party  of  their  tribe,  and  were  en¬ 
camped  in  the  valley  above.  Several 
times  had  the  maiden  been  seen  by 
them,  and  they  deemed  her  half-human, 
half-spirit.  When  she  came  for  them 
to  beat  back  the  Sioux  they  had  will¬ 
ingly  followed  her,  for  they  were  at 
peace  with  their  white  brothers  and 
gladly  aided  them.  They  were  happy, 
for  they  had  whipped  the  Sioux,  got 
many  trophies,  a  few  ponies,  and  plenty 
of  scalps — they  would  at  once  go  back 
to  their  homes  in  the  Gallatin,  Valley. 

Leo  Markham  thanked  the  warriors 
for  their  timely  service,  distributed  a 
few  presents  among  them,  and  then 
mounting  their  horses  the  party  pressed 
further  on  up  the  Yellowstone,  follow¬ 
ing  the  solitary  trail  of  the  Girl  Guide, 
for  they  were  determined  to  place  them¬ 
selves  out  of  the  immediate  vicinity  of 
the  Sioux,  and  also  to  know  more  of 
the  mysterious  maiden. 

CHAPTER  5. 

In  the  Enemy’s  Camp. 

Not  many  days  after  the  fierce  battle 
with  the  Sioux  a  second  party  came 
upon  the  very  spot  where  Trapper  Dan 
had  lost  his  life.  It  was  Burt  Belford, 
Buffalo  Bill,  and  their  men  steadily 
pressing  on  in  the  trail  of  those  who 
had  gone  before  them. 


Upon  reaching  the  camp  and  finding 
a  grave  there,  it  set  them  all  to  think¬ 
ing  how  Trapper  Dan  had  lost  his  life. 
Then  the  heavy  trail  of  the  Sioux  band 
was  discovered,  and  they  felt  that  those 
whom  they  followed  had  been  attacked 
by  the  Indians. 

“If  they  found  no  place  of  shelter, 
where  they  could  stand  a  siege,  our  trip 
will  be  useless,  captain,”  said  Buffalo 
Bill,  addressing  his  young  employer  by 
that  title. 

“Heaven  grant  not.  No,  it  cannot 
fee  that  Gilliert  can  die  until  I  meet 
him.  No,  he  must  not  die  thus.  Still, 
they  are  in  great  danger,  and  we  must 
press  on,”  said  Burt  Belford. 

“They  are  doubtless  in  trouble,  sir, 
if  not  dead.  They  had  but  one  guide, 
and  there  he  lies.  Captain  Markham  is 
as  brave  as  a  lion,  yet  I  fear  he  is  not 
enough  skilled  in  prairie-craft  to  guide 
the  party  back.  We  must  keep  a 
bright  lookout,  or  we  may  lose  our  own 
hair,”  and  Cody  gave  orders  to  Powder 
Bob  and  Prairie  Pete  to  at  once  go  on 
a  short  scout  around  the  camp. 

It  Was  two  hours  to  sunset,  but  the 
horses  were  fagged  out,  for  they  had 
been  pressing  rapidly  on  since  early 
morning,  so  the  party  lassoed  the 
animals  out  to  feed  and  began  prepara¬ 
tions  for  a  meal. 

When  Powder  Bob  came  in  from  his 
scout  he  reported  that  he  had  followed 
the  trail  of  the  redskins  until  he  was 
confident  that  they  were  tracking  the 
Englishman’s  party. 

Soon  afterwards  Prairie  Pete  came 
hastily  into  camp,  and  his  news  created 
a  stir.  He  had  discovered  a  large  band 
of  Sioux  coming  down  the  river,  and 
they  were  bearing  a  number  of  wounded 
with  them.  There  had  evidently  been 
a  severe  battle  above,  and  if  they  had 
captured  the  whites,  or  slain  them,  it 
was  only  after  a  desperate  struggle. 

Instantly  the  fire  was  put  out.  the 
horses  saddled,  and,  mounting  quickly, 
Buffalo  Bill  led  the  way  into  the  timber! 

“Mr.  Cody,  we  must  know  what  has 
been  the  result  of  the  combat,”  said 
Burt  Belford.  “These  Sioux  will  soon 
camp,  and - ” 

.  “^nd  1  wil1  fincl  out  what  the  result 
is.  We  will  seek  a  camp  a  few  miless 
away,  and  then  I  will  strike  the  trail 
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of  the  Sioux  and  follow  them  to  their 
encampment— they  will  not  go  far  to¬ 
night,  loaded  as  they  are  With  their 
wounded.  If  I  can  get  near  enough  to 
them  to  hear  their  conversation,  I 
shall  soon  know  all  that  has  happened, 
for  I  speak  their  lingo  well.” 

Buffalo  Bill  spoke  lightly,  yet  Burt 
Belford  well  knew  that  he  was  going  co 
face  some  terrible  danger,  and  seemed 
really  nervous  about  his  going.  But  he 
knew  the  character  of  the  scout  too 
w~ell  to  attempt  to  dissuade  him  from 
his  purpose,  and  simply  said : 

“  If  you  insist  upon  going,  do  be  care¬ 
ful.  Remember  the  grave  of  the  other 
party's  guide— Trapper  Dan— and  let 
us  not  have  to  carve  your  name  upon  a 
head-board  and  leave  you  here  in  this 
wild  wilderness.”  * 

“  I  shall  be  careful,  captain,  and  will 
be  back  as  soon  as  I  can.” 

Having  settled  the  party  upon  an¬ 
other  camping-ground,  Cody  started 
alone  on  his  mission,  and  with  a  sigh 
Burt  Belford  threw  himself  down  to 
rest  upon  his  blanket.  ' 

After  a  ride  of  several  miles  Buffalo 
Bill  came  upon  the  broad  trail  left  by 
the  Sioux  band  in  their  retreat  downi 
the  valley.  Dismounting,  he  examined 
the  tracks  carefully,  and  then  mut¬ 
tered  to  himself : 

They  are  on  the  back  track,  with 
heavy  hearts,  for  they  carry  their  dead 
and  wrounded.  They  were  handled 
roughly  by  Dord  Lochiel’s  party  ;  but 
how  has  that  party  fared,  I  wonder?” 

Again  mounting,  the  scout  pressed 
on  until  the  fresh  traces  of  the  trail 
proved  to  him  those  he^  followed  weie 
not  far  in  advance,  and  in  fact,  shortly 
after  dark  set  in,  he  came  upon  trie 
glimmer  of  camp-fires.  The  Sioux  had 

halted  for  the  night.  # 

Concealing  his  horse  in  a  clump  of 
timber,  Buffalo  Bill  advanced  cautiously 
on  foot  towards  the  Indian  encamp¬ 
ment.  As  noiselessly  as  a  snake  crawl¬ 
ing  through  the  grass  he  approached 
until  he  was  within  two  hundred  paces 
of  the  fires,  around  wdiich  were  grouped 
bands  of  excited  warriors,  as  the  scout 
could  see  by  their  gestures,  though  he 
could  not  hear  their  voices. 

“  Their  sentinels  must  be  near  here. 
Ah  1  yonder  stands  one  against  that 


tree.  How’  easily  I  could  pick  him  off 
writh  my  revolver,  for  he  is  not  twrenty 
paces  distant,”  muttered  the  scout,  and 
then  he  scanned  the  timber  upon  each 
side  to  discover  the  next  Indian  guard. 

After  a  long  search  he  saw  the  next 
sentinel  to  the  right,  some  fifty  paces 
distant,  and  another  one  as  far  off  upon 
the  left. 

“  It’s  a  risky  business,  but  I  must  do 
it,  for  I  shall  then  have  a  chance  to 
creep  closer  to  camp,” 

Cody  spoke  in  strangely  determined 
tones,"  and  it  wTas  evident  that  he  in¬ 
tended  some  desperate  move,  for  reliev¬ 
ing  himself  of  his  rifle  and  belt  of  arms 
he  seized  his  knife,  and  again  he  began 
moving  slowdy  forward,  and  in  an 
oblique  direction  from  the  position  he 
had  lately  occupied.  After  a  time  he 
gained  a  point  that  placed  a  large  tree 
between  him  and  the  first  Indian  sen¬ 
tinel,  and  then  his  movements,  though 
exceedingly  cautious,  were  most  rapid. 
A  second’s  time  placed  him  within 
arm’s  length  of  the  redskin  guard,  who, 
little  dreaming  of  deadly  danger  so 
near  him,  was  leaning  against  the  tree, 
his  hands  crossed  upon  the  muzzle  of 
his  rifle. 

Round  the  tree  there  quickly  came 
an  iron  arm  with  a  hand  that  had  a 
clutch  of  steel,  and  the  red^  throat  of 
¥  the  savage  vms  grasped  with  a  power 
that  prevented  all  outcry.  Then  the 
other  hand  of  the  scout,  holding  firmly 
his  knife,  gave  a  sudden  upwrard  thrust, 
and  .the  keen  blade  penetrated  the 
Indian’s  heart.  Without  a  moan  the 
life  left  the  body  of  the  redskin,  who 
the  next  instant  lay  dead  at  the  feet  of 
his  destroyer. 

Without  a  moment’s  hesitation  Buf¬ 
falo  Bill  at  once  threw  round  him  the 
apparel  of  the  dead  Sioux,  placed  upon 
his  head  the  eagle-feathers,  and  walked 
boldly  towards  the  camp-fires. 

Approaching  to  within  easv  ear-shot, 
he  selected  the  base  of  a  large  tree  and, 
wrapping  his  blanket  about  him,  threw" 
himself  down  to  rest  near  several  other 
prostrate  forms,  wrho  w^ere  evidently  too 
tired  to  join  in  the  discussion  ani¬ 
matedly  kept  up  around  the  camp-fires 
by  the  greater  number  of  warriors. 

Thus  Iving  there,  within  the  very 
circle  of  "the  Sioux,  and  supposed  by 
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those  who  had  seen  him  throw  himself 
down  to  rest  to  be  one  of  their  number, 
Cody  learned  how  the  redskins,  confi¬ 
dent  in  their  numbers,  had  pursued  the 
small  party  of  whites  up  the  valley  and 
driven  them  to  seek  shelter  in  some 
rocky  ledges.  The  first  charge  of  a 
small  number  of  warriors  and  its  disas¬ 
trous  result,  then  the  attack  of  the 
entire  force  and  the  coming  of  the 
Banacks  to  the  rescue  of  the  palefaces, 
the  scout  also  heard  told  over  and  over 
again. 

The  Banacks  he  knew  were  friends  of 
the  whites,  and  he  could  account  for 
their  aiding  Lord  Lochiel  and  his 
party ;  but  there  was  one  thing  the 
scout  could  not  account  for  any  more 
than  the  Sioux  could,  and  that  was  that 
the  Banacks  were  led  by  what  the  red¬ 
skins  called  a  “white  spirit.” 

Though  the  speakers  each  seemed  to 
differ  in  their  idea  of  this  spirit,  they 
were  all  certain  of  one  point — that 
it  was  a  young  girl,  and  that  she  bore 
a  charmed  life,  for  no  arrow  or  ball  had 
touched  her. 

Buffalo  Bill  was  aware  that  the  Sioux 
believed  Yellowstone  Valley  to  be 
haunted  by  strange  spirits,  and  that  it 
was  a  tradition  among  the  tribes  that 
a  devil  lived  in  the  mountains,  and  he 
set  much  of  their  conversation  down  to 
this  superstition,  yet  felt  certain  that 
the  Banacks  had  had  some  strange 
leader ;  but,  if  a  young  girl  and  a  pale¬ 
face,  whom  could  she  be? 

Having  learned  to  his  satisfaction 
that  Lord  Lochiel ’s  party,  with  the  aid 
of  the  friendly  Banacks,  had  driven  off 
the  Sioux  with  heavy  loss,  the  scout 
determined  upon  retreating  from  his 
perilous  position.  He  accordingly  be¬ 
came  very  restless,  tossed  about,  and 
muttered  in  the  Sioux  tongue,  until, 
rising  suddenly  as  though  unable  to 
sleep,  he  folded  his  blanket  about  his 
form  and  stalked  away  from  the  fire¬ 
light,  passing  several  sleeping  forms  as 
he  walked  along. 

Without  arousing  suspicion  Cody 
reached  the  tree  where  lay  the  dead 
sentinel,  then  threw  himself  upon  the 
ground  and  began  his  cautious  retreat 
to  the  spot  where  he  had  left  his  rifle 
and  revolvers.  Once  more  armed  with 
these  he  glided  rapidly  back  to  the  spot 


where  he  had  left  his  horse,  and  then 
halted  suddenly,  for  through  the  woods 
rang  loud  shrieks,  and  the  next'  instant* 
there  bounded  into  view  a  giant  mon¬ 
ster — a  thing  half-human,  half-brute, 
and  clad  in  white,  hairy  attire.  Waving 
its  long  arms  above  its  head,  still  giving 
vent  to  its  wild  shrieks,  the  strange 
creature  passed  on  with  the  speed  of  a 
deer  and  disappeared  in  the  darkness. 

Once,  twice,  thrice  the  startled  scout 
fired  upon  the  flying  form,  yet  with 
apparently  no  effect,  and  then  he 
quickly  mounted  his  horse  and  headed 
back  to  his  friends’  camp. 

CHAPTER  6. 

.  Lost  and  Found. 

Although  Burt  Belford  threw  him¬ 
self  down  to  rest  when  Cody  left  camp, 
he  slept  but  little,  for  he  wTas  most 
anxious  for  the  safety  of  his  trusty 
guide.  When,  with  the  first  peep  of 
dawn,  Buffalo  Bill  rode  into  the  en¬ 
campment  safe  and  sound  the  young 
man  was  almost  boyish  in  his  expres-  . 
sions  of  pleasure  at  his  return,  and 
cried  out  : 

“  Thank  Heaven  you  have  come, 
Cody!  I  feared  for  your  safety.” 

“I  was  safe  enough,  but  I  am  almost 
starved.  Prairie  Pete,  show  your  skill 
now  in  cooking,  for  we  are  in  no  dan¬ 
ger,  as  the  Sioux  have  retreated  from 
this  valley  heavy  at  heart,  I  assure  you, 
and  it  is  not  likely  they’ll  enter  it 
again,”  said  the  scout  cheerfully,  and 
Burt  Belford  rejoined: 

“  You  have  seen  them,  then  ?” 

“  Indeed  I  have !” 

All  now  crowded  around  to  hear  what 
Buffalo  Bill  had  to  say,  for  that  he  had 
met  with  some  adventure  they  felt  con¬ 
fident.  In  a  few  words  he  told  them 
what  he  had  learned  from  the  Indians. 
When  he  spoke  of  the  spirit  seen  by  the 
Sioux,  Prairie  Pete  said  : 

I  has  allers  heerd  o’  sich  a  critter 
bein’  in  these  diggin’s,  an’  yer  hPf.  she’s 
skeert  them  Injuns  purty  nigh  ter 
death.” 

Several  others  of  the  party  also  re¬ 
ferred  to  rumours  they  had '  heard  of 
strange  beings  who  haunted  Yellowstone 

Relieved  it  Indian  talk. 

Well,  it  is  not  Indian  talk  or  super** 


THE  DEMON  OF  YELLOWSTONE  VALLEY . 


stition,  for  if  I  did  not  see  a  fair  spirit, 
I  at  anv  rate  saw  the  Devil  himself,” 
said  Buffalo  Bill  firmly,  and  he  went  on 
to  tell  of  the  monster  creature  that  had 
rushed  shrieking  by  him,  and  upon 
which  he  had  fired  several  times. 

%i  I  guesses  it  was  the  Devil,”  sugges¬ 
ted  Prairie  Pete,  with  a  glance  over  his 
shoulder. 

“  Devil  or  not,  I’ll  not  leave  this 
\~alley  until  I  have  had  a  closer  acquain¬ 
tance  with  him,”  said  Cody. 

The  strange  story  of  the  scout  had 
been  listened  to  by  all  with  breathless 
interest,  and  yet  none  could  solve  the 
mystery  of  the  strange  beings  thus 
heard  of  and  seen,  and  over  the  border- 
men  fell  a  feeling  of  superstitious  dread 
that  evil  would  befall  them.  But  Buf¬ 
falo  Bill  seemed  light-hearted,  and 
after  breakfast  the  trailers  mounted 
their  steeds  and  pressed  rapidly  on  up 
the  valley. 

Without  adventure  they  reached  the 
rocky  ledges  where  the  recent  battle 
had  been  fought. 

‘‘We  will  camp  here,  boys,  and  scout 
for  discoveries  from  this  point,”  said 
Cody. 

The  frontiersmen  instantly  set  to 
work,  lassoing  their  horses  and  getting 
ready  for  dinner,  while  Burt  Belford 
strolled  off  alone.  He  had  been  gone 
but  a  few  minutes,  it  seemed,  when  a 
wild  cry  and  several  pistol-shots  were 
heard  in  rapid  succession. 

Seizing  his  rifle,  Buffalo  Bill  rushed 
in  the  direction  of  the  shots^  followed 
bv  three  of  the  men,  while  the  others 
hastily  prepared  against  attack. 

A  run  of  a  few  hundred  yards,  and 
Codv  came  upon  the  scene  of  a  struggle ; 
the  light  snow  was  trampled  down,  here 
and  there  a  crimson  stain,  and  a  revol¬ 
ver,  with  three  barrels  discharged,  lay 
upon  the  ground. 

The  weapon  was  at  once  recognised 
as  the  property  of  Burt-  Belford.  But 
who  had  been  "his  antagonist?  None 
knew,  none  could  tell.  From  that  spot 
the  young  man’s  tracks  were  not  even 
to  be  seen  ;  but  there  was  a  trail  leading 
away  from  the  spot — and  a  strange  one. 
Huge  tracks,  heavily  made  and  fully 
eight  feet  apart,  led  towards  a  lull  a 
few  hundred  yards  distant.  If  made 
by  a  human  being,  he  was  of  immense 


size,  and  had  been  springing,  rather 
than  running,  over  tile  ground. 
Whether  man  or  beast,  it  was  certain, 
that  Burt  Belfort!  had  disappeared  with 
him. 
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With  superstitious  dread  the  trailers 
returned  slowly  to  camp.  They  would 
mount  their  horses  and  follow  those 
tracks  to  the  bitter  end ;  they  would 
solve  the  mystery  of  their  comrade’s 
strange  disappearance. 

After  a  hasty  meal  the  party  took 
the  trail  leading  away  from  the  ledges, 
•and  which  they  hoped  would  bring  them 
up  with  Burt  Belford  and  his  captor. 

Arriving  at  the  hill  they  found  it  cut 
into  innumerable  ravines,  as'  if  it  had 
been  raked,  down  with  some  gigantic 
rake.  Into  the  bottom  of  these  gulches 
or  ravines  the  snow  had  not  penetrated, 
and  at  the  mouth  of  one  of  them  they 
lost  all  trace  of  the  trail,  the. tracks  of 
which  up  to  that  point  had  been  the 
same  wide  distance  apart,  as  though  the 
person  making  them  had  kept  up  his 
hounding  run. 

Separating,  ea<di  man  on  foot  took  a 
different  field  of  operations  and  devoted 
himself  earnestly  to  the  work  of  finding 
the  lost  trail,  but  after  an  hour  they  all 
returned  to  the  spot  where  they  had  loft 
their  horses — all  but  Buffalo  Bill,  who 
yet  remained  absent. 

“I  guesses  as  how  he’s  struck  a  lead, 
and  is  follerin’  of  it,”  said  Prairie  Pete. 

“Yas;  but  I  hopes  as  how  he  won’t 
strike  ther  ’tarnal  critter  alone,  ’kase 
he  mout  git  wusted.  The  young  cap  n 
wa’n’t  no  chile,  an.’  it  seems  as  how  he’s 
bin  done  for,”  returned  Powder  Bob. 

“What  in  durnation’s  that?”  cried 
another  of  the  scouts  after  a  few 
moments’  anxious  silence. 

Instantly  all  sprang  to  their  feet  and 
listened.  For  a  moment  no  sound  broke 
on  their  ears,  and  then  came  a  distant 
halloo. 

“  It’s  Cody,  hoys.  Come,  we’ll  gif 
that  thar  way,  you  bet.” 

Hastily  the  men  mounted,  and  load¬ 
ing  the  steeds  of  Burt  Belford  and  Buf¬ 
falo  Bill  they  rode  rapidly  away  in  the 
direction  from  which  had  come  the  hail. 
A  rapid  ride  of  half  a  mile,  and  they 
came  to  a  spot  of  open  country.  There 
in  the  edge  of  a  clump  of  timber  stood 
Cody,  a  strange  look  upon  his  face. 
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LOST  AND  FOUND. 


“Boys,  I/ve  found  the  trail.  Here  it 
goes  across  this  open  land  ;  and  more 
I  saw  who  made  it,”  be  said  in  his  quiet 
way. 

“Yer  did?”  cried  several  voices. 

,  “Yes.  A  being  half-man,  half-grizzly, 
it  seemed.  When  I  first  saw  him  he  was 
hounding  away  over  yonder,  and  in  his 
arms  he  held  our  young  captain !  I 
would  not  risk  a  shot,  and  so  shouted 
for  you.  Now  we  will  follow.  Come!” 

Throwing  himself  into  the  saddle, 
Buffalo  Bill  dashed  away  at  a  swift 
gallop,  followed  by  his  comrades.  Over 
the  shallow  snow  they  pursued  the 
hounding  trail,  through  valley  and  up 
and  down  hillsides,  until  miles  had  been 
left  behind  them.  .Emigrants’  Gulch 
was  passed,  and  then  before  them  were 
visible  vast  columns  of  white  smoke,  it 
seemed. 

“  Jiggers !  the  earth’s  on  fire,  you  bet,” 
said  Prairie  Pete. 

“No;  we  are  nearing  the  geyser 
region.  That  is  steam  from  the  boil¬ 
ing  springs,”  said  the  scout,  and  he 
urged  his  splendid  animal  on  still 
faster. 

A  few  moments  later  he  cried : 

“Ha!  yonder  is  our  game!” 

They  had  come  to  a  small  hill,  and 
were  looking  down  into  a  valley.  Half 
a  milo  away  was  a  huge  form  hounding 
swiftly  along.  It  was  the  madman  of 
the  Yellowstone,  and  in  his  arms  he  held 
Burt  Belford.  Beyond  the  valley  there 
arose  volumes  of  white  vapour — the 
steam  from  the  hot  lakes — and  directly 
towards  this  cloudy  mass  the  madman 
was  going,  with  the  same  mighty,  un¬ 
tiring  leaps  that  had  marked  his  trail 
throughout.  /  * 

“That  thar  is  the  Devil,  an7  lie’s 
makin’  tracks  fer  his  hell-hole,  sartin,” 
said  Powder  Bob. 

“Ef  he  ain’t,  I’m  a  sinner.  I  say, 
boss,  we’d  better  let  that  thar  rooster 
alone — he’s  ther  Devil,”  called-  out 
Prairie  Pete  to  Buffalo  Bill. 

“Come  on,  you  fools!  if  lie  gains 
yonder  smoke  we  shall  lose  him,”  called 
hack  the  scout  as  he  hounded  on. 

“We  wants  ter  lose  him,  we  does — 
don’t  we,  hoys?”  said  Powder  Bob. 

A  universal  assent  followed.  They 
would  fight  anything  human ;  but  when 
it  came  to  the  Devil  himself  that  was 


another  question,  and  they  came  to  a 
halt.  But  Cody  was  of  different  mettle 
— he  feared  nothing  earthly  or 
unearthly,  and  urged  his  steed  swiftly 
on  in  pursuit. 

It  then  became  a  hot  race,  and  the 
horseman  steadily  gained  upon  the  fugi¬ 
tive*  but  a  few  more  tremendous  bounds 
carried  the  madman  into  the  mists 
arising  from  the  boiling  springs,  and  he 
disappeared  from  view. 

The  next  instant  Buffalo  Bill  drew 
rein  suddenly — forcing  his  steed  hack 
upon  itsi  haunches.  Ho  was  upon  the 
brink  of  a  rocky  basin,  from  which  was 
hurled  into  the  air  hundreds  of  tons  of 
boiling  water,  which  fell  back  to  the 
earth  with  heavy  thuds  that  shook  the 
rocks  and  gave  forth  a  roar  like  thunder. 

Slowly,  up  and  down  the  spot,  did 
the  scout  ride,  urging  his  steed  even 
into  the  hot  mists;  but  nowhere  could 
he  see  aught  of  the  monster  fugitive. 
He  had  disappeared  most  mysteriously 
— perhaps  rushed  to  his  death  in  the 
seething  cauldron  of  water. 

Then  Cody  slowly  retraced  his  way 
towards  his  comrades,  who  still  stood  on 
the  distant  hill  watching  him  anxiously. 
As  he  rode  along  his  quick  and  experi¬ 
enced  eye  caught  sight  of  another  trail 
in  the  snow,  winding  along  the  base  "of 
the  hill.  Beckoning  to  his  comrades 
to  join  him,  he  struck  the  fresh  tracks 
and  soon  discovered  that  he  recognised 
them. 

The  other  members  of  the  party,  find¬ 
ing  that  they  were  not  now  wanted  to 
go  in  the  direction  of  the  infernal 
regions,  as  they  called  the  boiling  lakes, 
hastily  overtook  the  scout. 

“Well,  boys,  I  chased  the  Devil  home. 
But  our  poor  young  captain  has,  I  fear, 
gone  to  his  death.  See,  I’ve  struck  a 
new  lead.” 

“Yas,  it  looks  like  the  old  trail.” 

“It  is  the  one  we  were  following,  and 
it  is  fresh.  See,  the  party  that  left 
this  trail  is  not  far  ahead  of  us,”  and 
the  scout  pointed  to  a  distant  clump  off 
timber  above  which  curled  up  a  column 
of  blue  smoke. 

A  mile  more,  and  they  saw  men  and 
horses  through  the  timber. 

“  That  is  the  party  we  are  looking  for 
— yonder  is  Captain  Markham,”  cried 
Cody. 
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“  Yas,  we’ve  found  them,”  said  Prairie 
Pete. 

“  An’  hev  lost  ther  man  as  was  lookin’ 
fur  ’em,”  put  in  Powder  Bob. 

“Yes — lost  the  one  who  was  search¬ 
ing  for  those  whom  we  have  now  found  ; 
hut  I  hope  all  will  come  round  right  in 
the  end.” 

Lord  Lochiel  and  his  companions 
sighted  Buffalo  Bill’s  party  a  few 
moments  later,  and  at  once  placed 
themselves  on  the  defensive.  But  Leo 
Markham  scon  discovered  that  they 
were  all  white  men,  and  shortly  after¬ 
wards  recognised  Cody,  whom  he  had 
often  seen  at  the  fort. 

“They  are  friends — yes,  I  know  them 
all;  but  what  can  have  brought  them 
here?”  ho  cried. 

“  Doubtless  heard  the  firing  yester¬ 
day,  and  have  followed  our  trail,”  sug- 

g  “It  would  be  just  like  Buffalo  Bill  to 
come  to  the  aid  of  those  in  distress,  yet 
I  cannot  understand  what  can  have 
brought  them,  into  the  Yellowstone 
region,”  said  Markham.  “But  we  shall 
scon  know.  Ho !  scout ;  we  are  glad  to 
see  you;  but  what  brings  you  here?”  he 
called  out. 

“We  have  found  what  we  came  for, 
captain,  and  I  am  glad  to  meet  you,  as 
#e  were  in  search  of  you,”  and  Cody 
threw  himself  from  his  horse  and 
grasped  the  soldier’s  hand. 

“  Anything  wrong  at  the  fort  ?” 

“Oh  no;;  our  business  is  unofficial— 
in  fact,  I  do  not  know  what  it  is.  We 
came  as  a  body-guard  to — to — what  in 
thunder  is  his  name?  Boys,  do  you 
remember  the  captain’s  name?” 

“Nary — never  heerd,  as  I  knows,” 
replied  Pete. 

“  Strange  that  I  should  have  forgot¬ 
ten  it.  But  to  explain.  Shortly  after 
you  left  the  border,  Captain  Markham, 
&  young  gentleman  rode  into  town — • 
there’s  his  horse — and  asked  for  a  guide 
and  men  to  follow  you.  He  was  most 
anxious,  for  some  reason  or  othei,  to 
meet  with  Lord  Lochiel.” 

“With  me?”  and  the  Englishman 

stepped  forward. 

“Yes,  sir — he  said  he  would  go  to  the 
ends  of  the  earth  to  meet  you,  and 
hence  we  started  on  your  trail.” 

1  “  And  where  is  he  now  ?”- 


“That  I  cannot  tell.  We  camped  at 
your  old  battle-field  early  this  morning*, 
and  lie  walked  off  alone.  Shortly  after¬ 
wards  three  shots  were  heard  in  rapid 
succession,  and  we  ran  to  his  aid.  The 
ground  and  snow  were  trampled  and 
bloodstained,  and  but  one  trail  led 
from  the  spot.  That  trail  wa  followed, 
and  an  hour  ago  came  in  sight  of  the 
Tboiling  lakes,  and  the  fugitive,  a  mon¬ 
ster,  human-shaped,  and  of  great 
size - ” 

“The  madman!”  cried  Leo  Markham, 
and  then  he  quickly  continued :  “  Go  on, 
Cody.  I  have  met  the  same  monster.” 

“He  carried  in  his  arms,  as  though  a 
mere  child,  the  captain,  and  dis¬ 
appeared  in  the  mists-  not  a  hundred 
yards  ahead  of  me — whether  to  die  in 
the  boiling  waters,  or  into  some  den 
known  to  him  alone,  Heaven  only 
knows;  for  I  could  fmd  no  trace  of  him.” 

“And  you  say  the  young  man  he  car¬ 
ried  away  was  in  search  of  me  ?”  asked 
his  lordship. 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“  And  for  what  reason  you  cannot 
tell?” 

“No,  sir — he  gave  no  reason — only 
seemed  most  anxious  to  find  you.” 

“And  you  cannot  recall  his  name?” 

“For  the  life  of  me,  I  cannot.  I 
heard  it  but  once,  and  we  only  called 
him  captain.” 

“Describe  him,  please,”  and  Lord 
Lochiel  seemed  deeply  interested  and 
greatly  puzzled. 

“He  was  a  slenaer-formed,  agile  man 
of  twenty  perhaps — possessed  an  almost 
womanly  face,  and  seemed  of  a  rather 
sad  nature.  He  was  well  mounted, 
well  armed,  rode  passably  well,  was 
utterly  fearless  of  danger,  and  most 
libera]  with  his  money,  for  he  gave  me 
ample  to  fit  out  for  the  trip.” 

“  A  mere  youth,  you  say  ?” 

“In  looks,  yes,  "but  not  in  manner. 
He  looked  twenty,  but  acted  forty. 
He  was  a  fine  fellowT,  and  I  liked  him 
immensely.” 

“This  indeed  is  remarkable.  I  can 
think  of  no  one  whom  I  can  place  in  his 
position — can  you,  Jules?” 

“None — a  friend  would  hardly  have 
gone  to  such  trouble,  expense,  and 
danger  to  find  you,”  replied  the  French¬ 
man. 


THE  DEMON  AND  THE  ANGEL . 


“And  I  know  of  no  man  who  would 
track  me  thus  from  hatred — there  is  a 
deep  mystery  in  all  this.” 

“So  it  seems,”  said  Buffalo  Bill. 
“This  land  is  full  of  mysteries,  and  now 
that  I  am  here  I  am  determined  to  solve 
some  of  them.  From  the  Indians  I 
learned  that  you  were  aided  in  your 
fight  by  an  angel.” 

“Ha,  ha,  and  so  she  was,  Cody — a 
pretty  little  sunburnt  angel  in  buck¬ 
skin  petticoats,”  said  Leo  Markham. 
“  She  led  us  out  of  danger  to  a  good  place 
for  defence,  and  then,  when  we  were 
about  to  be  wiped  out,  brought  some 
Banack  braves  to  our  aid.” 

“Was  she  an  Indian?” 

“  Oh  no ;  but  as  brave  as  one.  She 
was  a  beautiful  girl,  and  when  she  had 
saved  our  lives  she  slipped  through  our 
fingers  as  nicely  as  you  please.  But  she 
leaves  a  trail,  and  hence  cannot  be  an 
angel'.” 

“And  dwells  in  close  vicinity  to  the 
Devil’s  dominions,  captain,”  and  Buffalo 
Bill  pointed  towards  the  vapoury  clouds 
from  the  boiling  lakes.  '  Then  he  con¬ 
tinued:  “Well,  these  mysteries  need 
solving — an  angel  to  be  found,  the  Devil 
to  be  captured  and  our  captain  rescued. 
We  will  at  once  seek  a  pleasant  and 
safe  camp,  and  then  set  to  work.” 

“Agreed,”  said  Markham.  “I  am 
delighted  that  you  have  come,  and  our 
united  parties  need  not  fear  Indians. 
Lord  L'oehie],  my  friend  Buffalo  Bill  is 
the  crack  scout  of  the  border — we  are 
lucky  to  have  been  found  by  him.  Now, 
Ccdy,  wdiither  shall  we  go  ?” 

The  scout  glanced  quickly  around 
him,  and  soon  took  in  the  nature  of  the 
country.  Then  he  mounted  his  horse 
and,  followed  by  the  wdiole  party,  set 
off  for  a  distant  range  of  hills.  An 
hour’s  ride  brought  them  to  a  most 
delightful  and  secure  retreat  for  an 
encampment,  with  plenty  of  rich  grass 
for  the  horses,  cool  running  streams 
filled  with  delicious  trout,  and  timber 
the  haunt  of  big  and  little  game.  Here 
the  tents  were  soon  pitched,  a  rustic 
cabin  built,  the  horses  hoppled  and 
turned  out  to  feed,  and  Pompey  and 
Jake,  grown  brave  with  numbers,  set 
to  work  with  a  will  preparing  a  substan¬ 
tial  meal. 


CHAPTER  7. 

The  Demon  and  the  Angel. 

A  strange-looking  being  dragged 
himself  out  of  a  thicket,  v/here  he  had 
been  sleeping  upon  a  mossy  bank.  He 
was  of  herculean  build,  fully  seven  feet 
tall,  broad-shouldered,  full-chested,  and 
displayed  wonderful  muscular  develop¬ 
ment.  His  hands  were  large,  bony,  and 
armed  with  long  nails,  almost  grown 
into  claws;  his  feet  were  encased  in 
bearskin  moccasins,  while  his  body  was 
robed  in  the  skin  of  a  grizzly  bear,  the 
hairy  side  out,  which  gave  him  a  brute¬ 
like  appearance. 

Upon  his  head  "was  a  huge  bear-skin 
cap,  from  beneath  which  hung  masses 
of  unkempt,  iron-grey  hair,  reaching  to 
his  v/aist ;  vrhile  a  beard,  coarse,  grey, 
and  matted,  touched  his  belt,  in  which 
was  stuck  a  single  wreapon — a  long- 
bladed  knife.  Peeping  out  from  the 
masses  of  hair .  over  his  left  shoulder 
was  a  bark  quiver,  containing  a  score 
of  long,  graceful  arrows,  while  in  his 
hand  he  held  a  how,  nearly  as  long  as 
himself,  and  which  served  as  a  staff  a9 
well  as  a  weapon. 

Shaking  himself  together,  the  man 
glanced  around  him,  the  sunlight  failing 
full  on  his  wild,  haggard  face.  The 
brow  was  massive,  yet  a  wreck,  the  eyes 
cunning,  deep-set,  and  full  of  restless 
fire,  the  other  features  good,  yet 
stamped  with  a  look  of  fierce  despair. 
Altogether  he  was  a  magnificent  speci¬ 
men  of  manhood — yet  his  brain  was 
gone — he  w^as  mad. 

Suddenly  from  his  lips  hurst  a  wild 
yell— half-shriek,  half-howl— and  his 
eyes  became  fixed  upon  an  object  moving 
through  a  thicket  near  by.  A  moment 
later  the  object  came  in"  view — a  bear 
of  the  largest  size. 

M  ith  an  angry  growl  the  man  strode 
forward  to  meet  tiie  beast' — it  was  his 
nature  to  kill,  and  lie  knew  no  fear. 
The  bear  at  once  prepared  to  meet  its 
human  foe  halfway.  It  rose  upon  its 
hind  feec,  and  with  a  fierce  howl  of  rage 
extended  its  huge  paws.  But  the  mad¬ 
man  was  as  cunning  as  was  the  brute — 
lie  evaded  the  rough  embrace,  sprang 
nimbly  into  tlie  air,  anti  came  down 
with  terrific  force  upon  the  bear's  head. 
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Down  went  Bruin,  and  as  be  fell  the 
keen  blade  of  the  madman  crunched  into 
his  side.  Then  the  two  clutched  in  the 
death-grapple,  the  bear  wounding  the 
man  terribly  with  its  sharp  claws,  the 
man  driving  his  knife  again  and  again 
into  the  brute. 

At  length  the  bear  was  killed,  and 
the  madman  staggered  to  his  feet,  his 
triumphant  yell  breaking  forth  and! 
ringing  through  the  valley.  But  he 
reeled  like  a  drunken  man  ;  the  blood 
streamed  from  innumerable  cuts  in 
face,  arms,  and  breast ;  he  had  met  a 
monster  brute,  and  though  he  had  sub¬ 
dued  it,  bitter  had  the  triumph  been. 
A  moment  later  he  fell  to  the  ground. 
And  then  a  clatter  of  hoofs  was  heard, 
and  a  slender  form  sprang  from  the 
back  of  a  snow-white  mustang. 

Quickly  taking  in  the  situation,  the 
newcomer  glided  up  to  the  giant. 

“The  bear  is  dead.  Come,  let  me 
care  for  you — you  need  it  badly.” 

It  was  the  Girl  Guide  who  spoke.  But 
her  words  fell  upon  deaf  ears;  the 
madman  had  swooned  away,  or  was 
dead — which,  the  maiden  did  not  know. 

With  a  strength  that  one  would  not 
believe  possible,  she  dragged  the  form 
of  the  giant  into  a  comfortable  position, 
placing  his  head  and  shoulders  upon  the 
body  of  his  late  brute  foe.  Then,  with 
the  skill  of  a  surgeon,  she  set  about 
dressing  his  numerous  wounds,  binding 
them  up  with  bandages  torn  from  her 
own  clothing,  and  bathing  them  with 
water,  brought  in  a  skin  pouch  that 
hung  to  her  saddle  from  a  brook  not 
ten  paces  distant. 

When  the  bleeding  was  stopped  and 
the  wounds  dressed  the  Girl  Guide 
bathed  the  haggard  face  and  head  of 
the  madman,  and  then  poured  water 
between  the  tightly-closed  teeth. 

For  the  first  time  then  he  showed 
signs  of  returning  consciousness;  his 
frame  quivered,  his  lips  twitched,  and 
a  kind  of  growl  came  from  between  his 
shut  teeth.  A  few  moments  more  and 
his  eyes  opened — at  first  with  a  wild 
savage  stare.  Then  they  softened,  while 
he  said  in  his  hoarse  voice. 

“  Who  are  you  ?” 

“One  who  has  aided  you.  I  found 
you  after  your  fight  with  the  bear.” 

“  You  ha*ve  done  wrong  in  helping  me. 


It  had  been  better  had  I  died.  I  am 
mad.” 

This  was  said  with  an  inexpressible  sad¬ 
ness  of  tone,  and  it  touched  the  maiden's 
heart,  for  she  said  softly: 

“No,  it  is  better  as  it  is.  But  you 
are  sorely  hurt — you  need  rest  and  care. 
My  pony  is  small  but  strong;  it  will 
bear  you  to  your  home — — ” 

“Home — I  have  no  home.  The  val¬ 
leys,  the  mountains,  the  crevices  of  the 
rocks,  the  prairies,  are  my  home.  Once 
I  had  a  home ;  but  that  was  long  ago — - 
long  ago.” 

“But  you  have  some  place  of  abode. 

I  have  seen  you  often  go  towards  the 
boiling  springs.” 

A  look  of  cunning  came  over  the 
man’s  face — he  would  not  trust  even 
her.  After  a  while  he  said : 

“I  have  seen  you,  too.  You  aro  an 
angel,  and  I  would  not  disturb  you — * 
nor  yours.  I  have  never  trailed  you. 
I  have  seen  you  flit  along  the  valley  and 
over  the  hills  by  night  and  by  day. 
Others  are  my  game,  cruel  men  who 
have  ever  been  my  foes.  They  mad¬ 
dened  me,  red  and  white  alike;  but  I 
have  been  avenged,  ay,  I  have  been 
avenged.” 

“I  am  but  a  simple  girl.  You  will 
do  as  I  wish?  Gome,  Snow-Cloud.” 

The  white  mustang  trotted  up  to  the 
side  of  its  mistress,  obedient  to  her 
call. 

“Come,  you  are  not  able  to  walk — • 
mount  Snow-Cloud,  and  he  will  bear 
you.  Will  you  do  as  I  .wish?” 

“Yes.” 

With  difficulty  the  man  rose,  placed 
his  knife  in  his  belt,  and  then,  mounted 
the  mustang,  which  seemed  impatient 
at  its  heavy  load. 

With  slow  step  the  animal  moved 
off,  the  Girl  Guide  following,  and  tho 
madman  directing  the  way.  .  A  mile  was 
thus  gone  over,  and  the  rider  turned 
up  the  side  of  a  high  hill,  dotted  with 
great  rocky  boulders.  Near  the  sum¬ 
mit  he  drew  rein,  stepped  slowly  to  the 
ground,  and  said  simply:  “Come.” 

“Stay  here  now,  Snow-Cloud.  I  will 
soon  return,”  and  with  a  caress  the 
maiden  followed. 

The  giant  glided  between  two  largo 
rocks,  ascended  a  number  of  artificial 
steps,  and  came  to  a  cavern  entrance. 
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Behind  and  below  them  was  a  grand 
view  of  valley,  hill,  river,  and  distant 
lake.  The  madman  entered  the  cave, 
and  the  girl  followed  in  the  dim  ob¬ 
scurity.  A  moment  later  they  came 
out  on  a  rocky  shelf  which  looked  down 
upon  the  boiling  lakes. 

At  the  other  end  of  this  rocky  shelf 
was  another  cave.  Without  a  word,  and 
staggering  from  weakness,  the  giant 
entered  it.  Then  the  Girl  Guide  found 
herself  in  a  rocky  castle.  Corridors  led 
hither  and  thither,  and  chambers  of 
various  size  were  upon  either  hand, 
while,  by  some  means,  a  quiet  light  fell 
into  the  beautiful  cavern,  doubtles's 
through  apertures  in  the  rocky  sides. 

One/tfF  these  chambers  was  the  abode 
of  the  madman — it  was  his  mountain 
home.  Clubs,  a  few  knives  of  various 
sizes,  a  rifle,  bows  and  arrows,  bear, 
elk,  and  wolf  skins,  adorned  the  walls, 
while  a  bed  of  furs  occupied  one  corner. 
A  rudely-made  box  contained  a  quantity 
of  dried  meat  and  fish — his  only  food. 

The  young  girl  showed  no  surprise, 
but  said  simply : 

“Lie  dowm  on  your  bed,  and  I  will 
return  ere  long  and  bring  you  some¬ 
thing  that  will  make  you  more  comfort¬ 
able;  now  keep  quiet.5’ 

The  man  silently  obeyed/  and  the 
Girl  Guide  left  the  cavern.  Two  hours 
she  was  gone,  and  then  she  returned, 
bearing  with  her  a  heavy  bundle.  She 
quickly  unrolled  it,  and  from  its  con¬ 
tents  at  once  set  to  work  to  redress  the 
man’s  wounds,  after  which  she  gave 
him  some  food  she  had  brought  with 
her. 

“Now  there  is  water  for  you,  and  you 
have  food  within  reach,  so  do  not  move 
from  here.  Later  on  I  will  return  and 
see  you  again.  Now  I  must  leave  you.” 

“  You  have  been  good  to  me — no  one 
lias  been  good  to  me  for  long  years. 
But  there  is  one  other  I  would  have  you 
care  for — one  who  is  wounded  and  must 
not  die  until  the  moon  is  full.” 

“One  other!  have  you  a  companion?” 
asked  the  maiden  in  surprise. 

“I  have  one  whom  I  brought  here — 
here  to  my  home.  Go  on  through  that 
rocky  passage,  keep  to  the  right,  and 
you  will  find  him.” 

The  fearless  maiden  at  once  obeyed. 
She  foLlowed  the  rocky  passage-way 


until  she  came  to  a  large  and  pleasant 
chamber.  It  had  two  openings,  and  by 
the  light  that  streamed  in  she  saw  a 
form  lying  upon  a  be-d  of  skins. 

“Plave  you  come  to  save  rne?  "  asked 
a  faint  voice. 

“Yes;  the  madman  said  I  should  find 
a  human  being  here  who  needed  aid.” 

“  I  do — I  am  wounded — almost  dying. 
But  where  is  the  madman?” 

“In  his  cave,  and  badly  wounded.  Ho 
had  a  terrible  fight  with  a  savage  bear. 
But  how  came  you  here,  and  who  are 
you  ?” 

“The  madman  seized  me  near  my 
camp  some  days  ago.  I  did  not  see  him 
until  he  was  upon  me,  and  in  trying 
to  fire  upon  him  I  wounded  myself.  I 
came  to-  Yellowstone  Valiev,  with  others, 
to  find  a  man  whom  I  will  track  to  the 
ends  of  the  earth.” 

“  Who  are  you?”  again  asked  the  girL 

“My  name  is  Burt  Belford,  and  the 
madman  has  said  I  shall  die  when  the 
moon  i9  full.  See,  1  am  bound  hand 
and  foot.” 

“You  shall  not  dio ;  I  will  save  you. 
Keep  up  a  good  heart,  for  I  will  soon 
return  with  one  who  will  take  you  from 
here.” 

So  saying,  the  maiden  retraced  her 
way  to  the  other' cavern  chamber.  The 
madman  was  asleep,  and  she  glided 
softly  out  of  the  cave,  sought  her  steed, 
and  mounting  in  haste  sped  aw\ay  like 
the  wind. 

CHAPTER  S. 

The  Madman’s  Story, 

^ hex  the  Girl  Guide  rode  away  from 
the  madman’s  cavern  she  wended  her 
course  towards  the  encampment  of 
Buffalo  Bill’s  party.  As  she  drew  near 
the  camp  she  rode  more  slowly,  and  her 
eyes  Tvere  earnestly  bent  upon  the 
timber  ahead  of  her.  She  had  barely 
entered  the  woodland  when  a  tall  form 
stepped  out  from  behind  a  tree  and  con¬ 
fronted  her.  It  was  Buffalo  Bill. 

“I  was  seeking  you,  sir,”  she  said. 

“Seeking  me?  How  strange!  1  just- 
left  camp  to  endeavour  to  find  you.” 

“  Why  ?”  - 

“To  ask  your  aid.  I  intended  to 
strike  your  trail  if  possible  and  follow 
it  until  I  found  you.” 
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.  “How  can  I  serve  you?”  asked  the 

girl. 

“  Yen  know  the  madman  who  haunts 
this  valley  ?” 

“Yes — I  have  just  left  him.” 

“  Do  you  live  with  him  ?  ” 

“Oh  no;  I  have  seen  him  often,  but 
always  feared  him.  This  morning  he 
was  nearly  killed  in  a  fight  with  a 
grizzly  bear,  and  he  is  now  in  his  cavern 
in  yonder  hill.  I  left  there  to  come  here 
and  tell  you  that  he  has  a  prisoner  with 
him.” 

“  Ha !  a  young  man  ?  ” 

“Yes,  a  young  man,  and  he  is 
wounded.  He  says  his  name  is  Burt 
Belford.”  * 

“Thank  Heaven!  it  is  the  captain.” 

“He  accidentally  wounded  himself  in 
trying  to  kill  the  madman ;  but  tho 
giant  bore  him  in  his  arms  to  his  cavern 
and  is  keeping  him  there,  intending  to 
torture  him  when  the  moon  is  at  its 
full,  for  the  poor,  crazy  being  believes 
himself  at  times  to  be  the  devil.” 

“Is  the  captain  badly  wounded?” 

“I  think  not.  He  was  bound  band 
and  foot,  but  I  severed  his  bonds  and 
came  to  inform  you.  He  must  be 
rescued.” 

“Assuredly,  and  at  once.  I  will  go 
with  you.  Wait  until  I  return  to  camp 
for  my  horse.” 

So  saying,  Buffalo  Bill,  in  a  long, 
swinging  Indian  trot,  started  for  the 
encampment.  In  twenty  minutes  rhe 
returned,  accompanied  by  Leo  Mark¬ 
ham,  whom  he  presented  to  the  Girl 
Guide.  Then  the  three  set  out  for  tho 
cavern  of  the  madman.  It  was  sunset 
ere  they  arrived  at  the  entrance. 

“  I  will  first  enter  and  see  if  he  sleeps. 
If  so,  you  can  glide  through  into  the 
inner  chamber,”  said  the  maiden. 

So  saying,  she  entered  the  cavern,  to 
return  in  a  few  moments  and  tell  her 
companions  to  follow  her. 

Having  thoroughly  learned  the  bear¬ 
ings  of  the  inner  galleries  and  chambers, 
the  girl  led  the  way  without  hesitation, 
and  then,  halting,  lighted  a  match. 
They  were  in  the  rocky  chamber  in 
which  lay  Burt  Belford.  At  the  fla*sh 
of  the  light  he  awoke,  and  his  eyes  fell 
upon  the  tall  form  of  Buffalo  Bill. 

“You  have  come  to  save  me?  I  am 
so  glad,”  ho  said  in  a  weak  voice. 


“  Yes ;  this  brave  girl  has  brought  us 
to  your  aid.  Are  you  able  to  move?” 

“Ah,  yes;  but  I  am  very  weak.  I 
have  lost  a  quantity  of  blood,  and  am 
almost  starved.” 

“You  will  soon  be  well  now.  Come, 
we  will  carry  you.  This  is  Captain 
Markham  with  me,  an  officer  from  Lort 
Ellis.” 

Gently  the  two  raised  tho  wounded 
man  in  their  arms,  and,  again  led  by 
the  maiden,  moved  noiselessly  and 
slowly  from  the  inner  cave. 

As  they  went  through  the  cavern  of 
the  madman  he  was  shouting  in  delirium 
and  moving  restlessly  upon  his  bed. 
But  they  passed  rapidly  through,  gained 
the  open  air,  and  w~ere  congratulating 
themselves  upon  their  lucky  escape  when 
a  fierce  howl  of  rage  came  from  the 
cavern. 

“Quick!  Markham,  carry  him  on  to 
the  horses,  mount,  and  ride  to  camp. 
I  will  hold  the  giant  at  bay,”  cried 
Cody. 

Leo  Markham  seized  Burt  Belford  in 
his  strong  arms  and  bounded  awav :  but 
the"  Girl  Guide  turned  towards  the 
scout,  saying: 

“Ah,  sir,  do  not  kill  him;  he  is  a 
poor  madman.” 

“I  wall  not,  except  in  self-defence. 
Quick !  fly  on  after  the  others,  and  go 
at  once  to  our  camp.  I  will  follow 
soon.” 

The  girl  glided  away,  and  Buffalo  Bill 
turned  to  meet  the  madman,  whose  cries 
told  him  he  was  coming  rapidly  on  their 
trail — whether  conscious  of  the  flight  of 
his  prisoner  or  in  mad  frenzy  the  scout 
could  not  tell. 

It  was  bright  starlight,  and  each  man 
distinctly  saw  the  other — the  one 
crouched,  rifle  in  hand,  upon  one  knee; 
the  other  towering  boldly  erect,  as 
savage  as  a  brute. 

“  Who  are  you  ?”  howled  the  maniac. 

“One  who  means  you  no  harm,” 
quietly  said  the  scout. 

“All  men  mean  me  harm.  Are  you 
here  to  rob  my  home,  or  to  take  my 
life  ?” 

“Neither.  I  only  want  to  help  you 
in  your  distress.  The  maiden  sent  me. 
You  are  wounded  and  suffering.  Re¬ 
turn  to  your  cavern  and  let  me  care 
for  you.” 
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“Liar!  you  are  no  friend.  Once  I 
had  many  friends,  but  the  best  friend 
of  all  betrayed  me ;  but  I  had  his  life, 
as  I  will  have  yours.” 

With  a  shriek  of  frenzy  the  giant 
rushed  forward,  and  Buffalo  Bill  as 
rapidly  recreated  backward. 

“  ]\o,  I  will  not  kill  him.  He  is  doubt¬ 
less  weakened  by  his  wounds,  so  I  will 
grapple  with  him.” 

Throwing  aside  his  rMo,  the  brave 
scout  awaited  the  coming  of  his  huge 
antagonist,  who  sprang  upon  him  with 
the  howl  of  a  wild  beast. 

Cody  had  never  met  his  equal  in 
strength,  but  he  now  felt  that  he  had 
met  his  superior,  and  as  the  madman 
clutched  at  his  knife  handle  he  knew 
there  was  but  one  thing  for  him  to  do. 
That  thing  he  did — he  bent  his  revolver 
muzzle  up  towards  the  giant’s  heart  and 
fired. 

A  low  moan  was  heard,  and  with  a 
heavy  thud1  the  madman  fell  to  the 
ground. 

“You  have*  done  for  me,  ”  he  said. 

The  tones  were  harsh,  yet  in  them  was 
no  malice. 

“Yes;  I  iired  in  self-defence.” 

“You  have  done  me  a  favour — I  have 
long  wished  to  die.” 

“Your  voice  is  strong;  perhaps  the 
wound  is  not  fatal.” 

“  It  is  fatal — I  am  dying ;  but  i  die 
hard.  I  am  net  mad  now  ;  the  cobwebs 
are  all  cleared  from  my  brain.  I  can 
remember  now,  and  I  wish  to  tell  you 
a  story  ere  I  die.” 

“I  will  listen  to  all  you  have  to  say; 
but  let  me  see  if  I  cannot  better  your 
condition.” 

“  You  cannot.  .  See,  yonder  comes  the 
moon — it  is  waning  fast,  and  so  is  my 
life,”  and  the  madman  pointed  to  the 
moon  rising  beyond  the  distant  hills. 
“Tell  me,”  he  added,  “do  you  belong 
to  the  encampment  not  far  awav  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  brought  you  to  this  wild 
land  ?  ” 

“I  came  to  seek  a  party  who  came 
hither  to  hunt.  But  tell  me  your 
storv.” 

“  I  will .  I  war  against  my  race  be¬ 
cause  I  hate  them.  Years  ago  I  had 
a  home,  far  out  on  this  frontier.  I  had 
a  loving  wife  and  a  little  bov,  and  I 


had  a  friend  as  well.  That  friend 
proved  a  traitor,  and  I  drove  him  from 
our  midst.  Two  months  later  a  band  of 
Indians  attacked  my  home,  left  it  in 
ashes,  killed  my  boy,  shot  me  down,  and 
carried  my  wife  away.  I  recovered  from 
my  wounds,  but  I  was  a  madman.  Y^et 
I  had  brain  enough  to  nnd  out  that  my 
friend  led  those  Indians  and  carried  my 
wife  to  their  camp.  Thither  I  sought 
her.  I  found  her  grave.  She  had  died 
by  her  own  hand.  I  returned  to  tho 
settlement  and  killed  that  false  friend. 
I  was  seized,  thrown  into  gaol,  and 
tried  for  my  life.  In  spite  of  all  the 
right  on  my  side,  I  was  sentenced  to 
be  hanged.  His  friends  sat  on  the  jury. 
But  on  the  day  of  the  execution  I 
cheated  the  gallows.  I  seized  a  re¬ 
volver,  shot  down  eeveral  men  who 
barred  my  way,  and  escaped.” 

“By  Heaven!  you  are  Robert  Red¬ 
wood;  I  have  heard  of  you,”  exclaimed 
Buffalo  Bill. 

“  Y  es ;  and  the  last  one  of  that  jury 
of  twelve  men  I  killed  a  few  nights  ago— 
men  called  him  in  these  parts  Trapper 
Dan.” 

“  Good  heavens !  And  here  you  have 
lived  for  long  years  ?” 

“  Yes — lived  here  a.  madman  ;  but  not 
so  mac!  but  that  I  tracked  those  men. 
to  their  death ;  ay,  and  I  have  hated 
my  race  since  then,  and  I  have  longed 
to  make  men  suffer  as  I  have  suffered. 
You  see,  I  was  crazed,  but  I  am  not 
mad  now.  Within  my  cavern  is  one  that 
I  intended  should  die;  when  I  am  dead 
you  will  find  him  there.” 

Buffalo  Bill  was  about  to  tell  him 
that  he  had  aided  his  prisoner  to  escape, 
but  he  checked  himself;  it  could  do  no 
good,  he  thought.  When  he  again 
spoke  to  the  madman  no  answer  came. 
Then  the  scout  knelt  beside  him  and 
placed  his  hand  upon  the  broad  breast. 
He  was  alone  with  the  dead. 

.  CHAPTER  9. 

Startling:  Discoveries. 

It  was  some  minutes  ere  Buffalo  Bill 
made  a  move  after  discovering  that 
the  madman  was  dead.  Then  he  rose, 
raised  the  huge  form  in  his  arms,  bore 
it  back  to  the  cavern,  and  laid  it  down. 
Ho  could  not  spare  time  to  bury  the 
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body  tlien.  Leaving  the  cave,  lie  walked 
rapidly  away,  and  coon  came  to  where 
his  horse  wag  awaiting  him. 

Mounting,  Cody  rode  slowly  along 
back  to  camp,  his  thoughts  busy  with 
all  that  had  passed.  Giving  his  horse 
the  rein,  he  was  unmindful  of  which 
way  he  went  until,  looking  up,  he  dis¬ 
covered  a  steep  hill  which  he  did  not 
remember  to  have  seen  before. 

“  Old  fellow,  you  are  at  fault ;  you  are 
off  the  trail  to  camp.  Have  you  been 
dreaming,  like  your  master  ?”  he  said 
kindly,  and  be  glanced  about  him. 

He  was  at  the  mouth  of  a  heavily- 
wooded  gorge.  Upon  either  side  the 
mountains  soared  grandly  np,  and  this 
cut  between  them  looked  dark  and  for¬ 
bidding. 

‘‘Come,  we  will  turn  to  the  right¬ 
about,  ”  said  Buffalo  Bill. 

But  the  steed  seemed  to  wish  to  con¬ 
tinue,  and  it  was  only  by  some  urging 
that  the  scout  could  alter  its  course. 

‘‘You  are  tired,  old  fellow;  we  will 
not  try  to  find  camp  to-night,  but  rest. 
Como,  we  will  turn  up  this  little  glen, 
for  there  must  bo  good  grass  for  you.” 

Rich  grass  was  found  in  the  glen,  and 
a  nice  placo  for  the  scout  to  pass  the 
night;  so  he  lassoed  his  steed  out  to 
feed,  spread  his  blankets  beneath  a 
tree,  and  was  soon  fast  asleep. 

The  light  of  day  awoke  him,  and  he 
sprang  to  his  feet.  As  he  did  so  he 
heard  the  sound  of  hoofs  approaching. 
At  once  he  sought  shelter,  and  a 
moment  later  a  horseman  passed  the 
ipouth  of  the  glen. 

Buffalo  Bill  was  about  to  hail  him ; 
but  he  checked  himself  and  muttered  : 

“Where  can  he  be  going?  I  will 
follow  and  see.” 

His  horse  was  soon  saddled,  and 
mounting  he  rode  quickly  after  tho 
.horseman  who  had  just  passed. 

Going  up  the  valley  was  the  rider  he 
was  trailing,  and  not  very  far  in  ad¬ 
vance.  If  the  man  looked  round,  he 
would  discover  that  his  steps  were  'being 
dogged,  so  the  scout  turned  to  the  right 
and  rode  up  *the  hillside. 

After  a  few  moments’  rough  climbing 
he  gained  a  point  that  commanded  a 
full  view  of  the  valley.  To  his  surprise, 
under  the  shadow  and  shelter  of  the 
mountain  at  the  upper  end  of  the  valley, 


he  beheld  a  small  cabin  of  logs.  The 
scout  had  his  field-glass  with  lum  and 
turned  it  upon  the  spot. 

“What!  a  home  in  Yellowstone 
Valley?  Wonders  will  never  cease. 
This  is  indeed  a  land  of  mystery!”  he 
muttered. 

Then  he  turned  his  gaze  again  upon 
the  horseman,  and  saw  him  ride  into 
a  small  clump  of  timber  growing  upon 
the  hank  of  a  stream. 

Hardly  had  the  man  concealed  him¬ 
self  in  the  thicket  -  when,  turning  his 
glass  again  upon  the  cabin,  Buffalo  Bill 
saw  another  horse  and  rider  leave  the 
shelter  of  the  mountain. 

Slowly  the  latter  came  down  the 
valley  trail,  and  he  had  just  passed  tlio 
thicket  when  from  the  foliage  came  a 
white  puff  of  smoke. 

The  strange  horseman  threw  his  arms 
into  the  air,  his  horse  hounded  forward, 
and  the  rider  fell  heavily  to'  the  ground. 

“Good  heavens!  wjnat  can  that 
mean?”  cried  the  scout. 

As  he  spoke  a  .nan  darted  from  the 
thicket  and  bent  over  the  fallen  one. 
It  was  the  man  whom  the  scout  had 
trailed.  A  moment  he  remained  by  tho 
side  of  the  prostrate  form  ;  then,  as  the 
frightened,  riderless  steed  rushed  past 
him  on  its  way  back  to  the  cabin,  he 
sprang  to  his  feet  and  disappeared  in 
the  thicket.  The  next  instant  he  re¬ 
appeared  mounted,  and  with  mad  speed 
urged  his  horse  down  the  valley. 

Buffalo  Bill  made  no  effort  to  stop 
him  as  he  wheeled  into  the  gorge,  but 
went  rapidly  towards  the  motionless 
form  lying  by  the  thicket.  As  he  rode 
along  a  strange  look  rested  upon  Cody's 
face,  for  he  had  recognised  in  the  man 
who  fired  the  shot  from  the  thicket  none 
other  than  Gilbert,  Earl  of  Locliiel. 

In  a  few  moments  the  scout  reached 
the  spot  where  lay  the  man  who  had 
been  so  treacherously  fired  upon  by  the 
English  nobleman. 

Springing  to  the  ground,  he  knelt 
beside  him,  at  first  believed  he  was  dead, 
the  blood  oozing  from  a  wound  in  tho 
back  of  the  head ;  yet  a  closer  examina¬ 
tion  proved  that  the  bullet  had  not 
broken  the  skull,  but  had  glanced  on 
the  bone,  and,  running  half  around  the 
head,  had  cut  out  of  the  scalp  and 
passed  on  in  its  flight. 
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Tho  wounded  man  was  dressed  in 
buckskin  jacket  and  leggings,  wore  top- 
boots  and  a  slouch  hat,  while  a  repcat- 
ing-rifle  of  recent  manufacture  was 
slung  by  a  strap  to  his  back,  and  a  pair 
of  revolvers  and  a  knife  were  in  his  belt. 

“Who  can  he  be?  The  owner  of 
yonder  cabin,  that  is  certain.  But  what 
is  he  doing  here  in  these  wilds?  He 
does  not  look  like  a  criminal  hiding  from 
his  fellow-men.  Hal  he  must  in  some 
way  be  connected  with  that  maiden. 
But  whom  have  we  here?”  and  the 
scout  turned  as  he  beard  the  rapid  fall 
of  hoofs. 

He  then  beheld  with  surprise  the 
snow'- whit©  mustang  and  its  fair  rider 
approaching. 

“  The  Girl  Guide  here  ?  I  thought  she 
was  in  our  camp.” 

The  next  instant  the  white  mustang 
was  by  his  side  and  the  young  girJ 
sprang  to  the  ground,  her  face  pale  and 
anxious  as  she  cried  : 

“All,  sir,  is  he  dead?” 

“No,  he  is  merely  stunned,  and  will 
soon  recover.” 

“Did  you  raise  your  hand  against 
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him?”  and  the  maiden  spoke  in  a  tone 

of  touching  reproach. 

“Upon  my  word,  no.  1  was  on  the 
hill  yonder  and  saw  him  shot  down. 
The  one  who  did  the  deed  shall  not 
escape,  I  promise  you ;  he  knows  not 
that  anyone  saw  him  fire  the  shot. 

“  I  am  so  glnd  yours  was  not  the  hand 
that  did  the  deed.  Are  you  certain  he 
is  not  seriously  hurt?” 

“Yes;  he  is  now  recovering  and  will 
soon  be  all  right.  But  how  is  it  I  find 
you  here?” 

“  Well,  after  leaving  you  to  deal  with 
the  madman,  I  and  Captain  Markham 
took  your  wounded  friend  to  my 
father's  cabin  yonder,  instead  of  to 
your  camp.  Then  Captain  Markham; 
went  in  search  of  you.  But,  xell  me, 
what  of  the  madman?” 

“I  was  forced  to  fire  upon  him;  buc 
T  did  not  do  so  until  1  felt  that  he 
.would  kill  me.” 

“Poor  fellow’!  but  wdiere  can  your 
friend  the  captain  be  ?” 

“He  has  doubtless  missed  the  way. 
When  1  carry  your — father,  did  you 
say?” 
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years  ago  for  promoting  a  good  understanding 
amongst  boys  and  young  men  of  all  ages. 
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The  rules  which  members  liave  to  agree  to  abide  by 
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1.  To  be  true  to  themselves  and  to  their  friends. 
2.  To  do  their  best  to  help  one  another  in  time  of 
trouble  and  distress.  3.  To  be  kind  to  animals,  and 
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<r, — 

‘  Yes,  lie  is  my  father;  he  is  all  that 
I  have  in  the  world  to  love.” 

.  “See,  he  is  recovering.  Speak  to 
him.  ” 

"Father — my  father — thank  Heaven 
you  are  better  !” 

The  soft  words  aroused  the  man ;  he 
opened  his  eyes,  sat  up,  and  then  drew 
the  maiden  towards  him,  while  he 
muttered  : 

“Did  my  horse  fall  with  me,  or  was 
I  fired  upon,  daughter?” 

“  tou  were  fired  upon,  father;  some 
enemy  would  have  slain  you.  Your 
horse  came  back  to*  the  cabin,  and, 
alarmed  for  your  safety,  I  sought  you, 
to  find  this  noble  scout  by  ^our  side. 
He  saw  the  attempt  upon  your  life.” 

The  man  turned  his  gaze  upon 
Buffalo  Bill  and  held  forth  his  hand, 
saying : 

“Comrade,  I  am  thankful  to  you. 
Come,  let  us  go  to  the.  cabin.” 

The  scout  aided  the  wounded  man  to 
rise,  and  insisted  that  he  should  mount 
his  own  horse. 

In  a  few  moments  they  arrived  at 
the  cabin — a  stout  log  building,  with 
two  fair-sized  rooms  in  it,  pleasantly 
situated  beneath  an  overhanging  spur 
of  the  mountain,  and  upon  the  grassy 
bank  of  a  pretty  stream. 

“  This  is  indeed  a  surprise ;  I  knew  of 
no  settlement  in  the  Yellowstone,  ”  said 
Buffalo  Bill. 

“I  have  lived  here  for  years,  sir;  and 
until  my  daughter  returned  last  night 
with  your  wounded  friend  no  other 
human  beings  have  ever  been  here.  We 
have  lived  in  peace  and  contentment 
away  from  the  world,”  and  the  man 
spoke  with  considerable  sadness  in  his 
tone. 

“And  in  all  those  years  you  have 
never  seen  other  human  beings  ?” 

“Oh  yes;  twice  a  year  I  go  to  the 
nearest  settlement  for  provisions  and 
ammunition,  but  that  is  all.” 

Upon  entering  the  cabin  Buffalo  Bill 
found  Burt  Belford  comfortably  located 
on  a  bed  of  buffalo-robes,  and  after 
greeting  him  he  set  to  work  to  dress 
the  wound  of  the  hermit  settler,  while 
the  maiden  prepared  breakfast  for  her 
guests. 

After  a  hearty  meal — for  he  confessed 


to  being  very  Jiungry — the  scout  said 
he  would  at  once  look  up  Captain 
Markham,  whom  he  feared  had  got  lost. 

“Then  strike  camp  and  come  here 
with  your  friends — we  have  ample 
supplies,”  said  the  hospitable  settler. 

“I  will,  sir — thank  you;  we  may 
arrive  by  evening.” 

Mounting  his  horse,  Buffalo  .Bill  rode 
rapidly  away  from  the  peaceful  valley. 
As  he  turned  into  the  trail  leading  to 
camp  he  saw  a  riderless  steed  before 
him.  It  was  the  horse  of  Leo  Mark¬ 
ham.  But  the  rider  was  not  far  away ; 
he  was  kneeling  upon  the  ground  by  a 
confused  heap  of  humanity. 

Rapidly  the  scout  dashed  forward 
and  beheld  a  strange  sight. 

The  animal  ridden  by  Gilbert,  Earl 
of  Loehiel,  was  lying  dead  amid  a  heap 
of  stones,  the  object  over  which  Leo 
Markham  was  bending  being  the 
crushed  and  bleeding  form  of  the  earl 
himself. 

CHAPTER  10. 

Face  to  Face. 

“His  horse  has  fallen  with  him, 
doubtless.  The  animal’s  neck  is 
broken,  and  the  rider  I  fear  will  die. 
1  found  them  thus/’  explained  Leo 
Markham  as  Buffalo  Bill  rode  up. 

“He  is  not  dead,  but  seriously  hurt. 
Remain  by  him  while  I  ride  to  camp.” 

Away  darted  the  scout,  and  Lea 
Markham  was  alone  with  the  wounded, 
perhaps  dying  man,  and  a  look  of  deep 
concern  was  upon  his  face,  for  he  had 
learned  to  like  the  Englishman. 

Like  the  very  wind  Buffalo  Bill  sped 
on,  and,  reaching  the  encampment,  he 
speedily  made  known  what  had  hap¬ 
pened. 

“Boys,  pack  up  and  prepare  to  quit 
camp  when  I  send  word,”  ordered  the 
scout.  “Meanwhile,  you  and  I,  Mr. 
Vernon,  will  at  once  ride  on  and  get 
Lord  Loehiel  to  the  settler’s  cabin  as 
quickly  as  possible.” 

Accompanied  by  Jules  Vernon,  who 
seemed  deeply  distressed  at  the  misfor¬ 
tune  that  had  befallen  Lord  Loehiel f 
the  scout  spurred  rapidly  away  and 
soon  reached  the  spot  where  Leo  Mark¬ 
ham  awaited  by  the  side  of  the  yet  un¬ 
conscious  man. 


FACE  TO  FACE . 


A  litter  was  quickly  made  and  the 
’wounded  nobleman  gently  placed 
thereon.  Then  the  little  party  moved 
at  a  brisk  walk  in  the  direction  of  the 
.  cabin  in  the  valley.  It  was  a  long, 
tiresome  walk,  but  they  at.  length  ar¬ 
rived,  and  the  settler  and  his  daughter 
met  them  in  front  of  the  cabin. 

As  the  eyes  of  the  hermit  fell  upon 
the  white  face  of  Lord  Lochiel  he 
sprang  forward  and  bent  a  searching 
look  at  him. 

“Good  heavens!  It  is  my  brother 
Gilbert.” 

Like  a  drunken  man  ho  tottered  back 
and  would  have  fallen  had  not  the 
scout  caught  him. 

“Your  brother,  father?”  asked  the 
girl. 

“Yes,  Ada;  my  brother,  the_  only 
brother  I  had,  and  who  was  my  father’s 
favourite.  Fourteen  years  ago  I 
parted  from  him  in  far-away  India. 
To-day  we  meet  again  in  the  wilds  of 
America,  and,  oh,  dear  Heaven!  how 
terrible  to  meet  thus.  But  he  must 
not  die.  See  !  he  yet  lives,  and - ” 

As  the  settler  spoke  the  eyes  of  the 
wounded  man  slowly  opened  and  turned 
upon  the  face  of  his  brother. 

“Gilbert — brother,  do  you  know 
me?”  asked  the  latter. 

A  moment’s  pause,  and  then  Lord 
Lochiel  said : 

“Answer  me — shall  I  die?  Am  I 
fatally  injured  ?  ” 

“Yes;  you  will  not  live  two  hours,” 
isaid  the  stern  voice  of  Buffalo  Bill. 

“Then  I  have  much  to  say.  Mel¬ 
rose,  I  am  an  unworthy  brother.  I  am 
accursed  as  was  Cain.  Years  ago  I 
caused  you  and  your  wife  to  quit  Eng¬ 
land  by  making  false  charges  against 
.  you,  aided  by  this  man,  ”  and  he  pointed 
to  Vernon.  “Thereby,  at  the  death  of 
our  father - ” 

“He  is  dead,  then?” 

“Yes.  When  he  died  he  left  me  the 
heir  to  your  title  and  estates,  believing 
you  to  be  unworthy.” 

“He  said  he  would  do  that,  brother.” 

“Do  you  still  call  me  brother?” 

“Yes — you  are  still  my  brother.” 

“No,  I  am  unworthy  of  that  name— 
this  very  morning  I  attempted  your 
life.” 

“Good  heavens!” 


“It  is  true.  A  few  days  ago  I  war' 
riding  alone  a  short  distance  from  our 
camp  when  I  caught  sight  of  you. 
had  believed  you  to  be  dead,  and  was 
at  once  alarmed  at  the  possibility  that 
you  might  some  day  return  to  the  Old 
Country  and  dispute  my’  title.  I 
therefore  trailed  you  to  your  retreat, 
intending  to  lie  in  wait  for  you  at  the 
first  opportunity  and  kill  you.  I  pus 
the  plan  into  operation  this  morning, 
and  I  thank  Heaven  that  I  failed.” 

“Yes,  I  was  stunned  by  the  bullet; 
it  is  but  a  slight  wound.  I  forgive 
you,  Gilbert;  the  temptation  was 
great,”  said  Melrose,  the  real  Lord 
Lochiel,  as  the  reader  now  knows  him. 

The  dying  man  closed  his  eyes  for  a 
moment,  and  then  slowly  opened  them, 
while  he  said  : 

“Why  do  I  find  you  here?” 

“I  came  here  to  get  away  from  a 
world  which  I  had  found  to  be  full  of 
wicked  schemers.  When  I  first  settled 
in  Eastern  America  I  worked  hard  and 
made  money,  but  I  was  robbed  of  it  ail. 
Then  I  and  my  wife  and  child  started 
in  a  wagon-train  for  the  West,  intend¬ 
ing  to  seek  a  fortune  in  the  mines. 
But,  alas,  ill  fate  still  dogged  me,  for 
not  so  many  miles  from  here  th*e  wagon- 
train  was  set  upon  by  Indians.  Many 
of  our  party  were  killed,  including  my 
poor  wife.  The  arrival  .of  some,  more 
white  men  on  the  scene  alone  pre¬ 
vented  complete  annihilation.  Broken¬ 
hearted,  I  determined  henceforth  to 
live  the  life  of  a  hermit  in  Yellowstone 
Valley,  where  white  men  and  Indians 
seldom  come.” 

Again  the  eyes  of  the  wounded  man 
closed  wearily,  and  some  present  be¬ 
lieved  that  he  had  sunk  into  his  last 
sleep.  But  they  opened  again  as  a 
strange  voice  broke  on  his  ears  ;  it  was 
the  voice  of  Burt  Belford,  who,  pale, 
trembling,  and  with  eyes  of  fire,  stood 
before  him. 

In  -ti e a  y e n  s  n a nie  w h o  are  you?” 

The  dying  man  spoke  with  strange 
ni  raness,  and  ms  eves  were  riveted 
upon  the  face  of  Burt  Belford  with  a 
look  of  startled  recognition. 

‘j1  y1  we  who  sought  to  slay  you. 
Gilbert,  one  who  has  tracked  you  for 
■two  years  But  my  revenge  is  cheated*; 
Heaven  already  nas  its  hand  upon  ycu. 
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and  I  must  take  mine  off.  Look  at 
me;  do  you  remember  me?” 

“I  remember  a  face  such  as  yours.” 

“ Where  is  that  face  now?” 

“In  the  grave.  Ho  fell  in  a  duel 
with  me  in  France— a  duel  caused  by 
Jules  Vernon.’5 

“That  is  true,  and  one  who  loved 
him,  who  was  his  only  kin,  followed  you 
for  revenge.  I  am  that  person.” 

“The  boy  had  a  brother,  and - ” 

“I  am  that  brother  1” 

Without  another  word  tho  young 
man  turned  away. 

For  some  moments  there  was  a  dead 
silence,  and  then  the  dying  nobleman 
said  softly  : 

“Jules,  Jules!” 

All  turned  to  look  for  the  French¬ 
man;  but  he  had  disappeared. 

“Yonder  he  goes,”  said  Buffalo  Bill, 
pointing  down  the  volley,  where  Jules 
Vernon  was,  riding  slowly  away  from 
the  cabin. 

“He  is  going  to  his  death;  the 
Indians  will  soon  put  an  end  to  his 
existence,”  said  Leo  Markham. 

“So  let  it  be — it  were  a  fitting  death 
for  him.  Melrose,  come  near  me.” 

The  settler  bent  over  his  brother. 

“Among  my  papers  Jou  will  find  all 
that  you  would  know  about  my  affairs, 
and  in  my  valise  plenty  of  gold — if  you 
need  gold,  tell  me  again  you  forgive 
me  ere  I — go — to — sleep.  ” 

“I  forgive  all,  brother.” 

A  few  minutes  later  the  erring  man 
had  breathed  his  last. 

#  #  -Jr  4f  ■* 

Buffalo  Bill  had  a  long  talk  with  the 
nobleman  hermit,  and  made  arrange¬ 
ments  to  escort  him  to  civilised  parts 
as  soon  as  young  Burt  Belford  was  in 
a  fit  condition  to  travel.  Meanwhile 
all  the  men  in  Buffalo  Bill’s  party  were 
sent  for  to  come  and  camp  near  tho 
settler’s  cabin.  This  they  did,  and 
made  themselves  fairly  happy  and 
comfortable,  despite  the  tragic  ending 
to  their  expedition. 

A  suitable  burying-place  was  found 
for  the  bodies  of  Gilbert  and  the  giant 
madman,  which  were  consigned  to  tho 
grave  with  all  due  ceremony. 

A  few  days  went  by,  and  then  Burt 
Belford  was  sufficiently  recovered  from 


his  wound  to  leave  tho  hermit's  cabin, 
where  he  had  been  devotedly  nursed 
,  by  Ada,  tho  Girl  Guide.  It  was  evi¬ 
dent  that  the  young  couple  had  already 
become  true  sweethearts. 

“A  good  match,”  was  Buffalo  Bill’s 
smiling  comment  to  Captain  Leo 
Markham,  who  replied:  “Yes,  indeed.” 

At  length  Lord  Lochiel  signified  a 
desire  to  leave  the  valley  that  had  so 
long  been  his  home.  The  winter  was 
coming  on,  and  ho  was  anxious  to  re¬ 
turn  to  England. 

Accordingly  one  pleasant  autumn 
morning  the  whole  party  set  out,  being 
well-equipped  and  looking  quite  able  to 
take  care  of  themselves.  There  were 
Prairie  Pete,  Powder  Bob,  and  their 
companion  scouts,  with  Pompey  and 
Jake  to  *  make  themselves  generally 
useful  and  provide  humour  during  the 
journey.  Then  there  were  Leo  Mark¬ 
ham,  Lord  Lochiel,  Burt  Belford,  and 
Ada.  So  that  Buffalo  Bill  had  no  fear 
of  passing  through  the  Indian  country. 

Fort  Ellis  was  reached  in  safety  after 
a  hard  hut  successful  trip. 

A  few  days’  rest  there,  and  Lord 
Lochiel,  Burt  Belford,  and  Ada  started 
for  the  railroad,  accompanied  by 
Buffalo  Bill.  The  three  former  then 
took  train  to  New  York,  en  routo  for 
England. 

They  parted  from  Buffalo  Bill  in  a 
most  affectionate  way,  asking  him  to 
call  upon  them  if  he  should  ever  visit 
the  Old  Country.  The  famous  scout 
remembered  the  invitation,  and  when, 
years  later,  he  came  to  England  with 
his  "Wild  West  Show  ho  gladly  re-  v 
sponded  to  it. 

THE  END. 
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(To  avoid  delay  please  use  our  full  address.) 


A  High  Class.  Guaranteed 


LEVER  WATCH  FREE 


c 

J  1 

K 

A 

E 

t  i 

R 

B 

T 

K  1 

E 

A 

s 

o  I 

R 

|  E 

this  square  stand  for 
two  boys’  and  two 
girls’ names.  We  gua¬ 
rantee  to  send  yau, 

Absolutely  Free, 
our  famous  Guaranteed  Lever 
Watch  (ladies’ or  gents ’)  if  you  send 
us  the  correct  names;  but  you  must 
comply  with  our  condition  ;  and  pro¬ 
mise  to  show  the  Watch  toyonr  friends, 
as  we  wish  to  advertise  our  goods.  It 
costs  yon  nothing  to  try,  so  send  at 
once.  Enclose  stamp  for  reply 

don  General  Supply  Assn.,  Uept.  A, 

2. 1-’insbury  1’avement,  London,  15. G. 


64  PAGE  BOOK  ABOUT 
HERBS  AND  HOW 
TO  USE  THEM,  2d.  Send 
for  one.  — TRIM  NELL,  The 
Herbalist,  144,  Richmond 

Road,  Cardiff.  Established 
1879. 


MONEY  AND  OTHER  PRIZES 

Easily  Won  in 

Tales  for  Little  People 

EVERY  6£r1 

THURSDAY.  Price  ^U. 

Buy  a  copy  for  your  younger  brothers 

and  sisters. 

THE  GOODSIIIP  HOUSE, 

Crown  Court,  Chancery  Lane,  London,  W.C.  2. 


•  GUT  THIS  OUT-— 

Buffalo  Bill  L.”  Pen  Coupon  Value  6d. 

Send  this  coupon  with  P.0,  for  only  5/-  direct  to 
the  Fleet  Pen  Co.,  119  Fleet  Street, 
London,  E.C.  4,  in  return  you  will  receive 
(post  free)  a  splendid  British  Made  14ct.  Gold 
Nibbed  Fleet  Fou  tain  Pen,  value  10/6.  If  you 
save  four  further  coupons  each  will  count  as  6d,'ofY 
the  price,  so  you  may  send  five  coupons  and  only 
3/-.  Say  whether  you  want  a  fine,  medium,  or 
broad  nib.  This  great  offer  is  made  to  introduce 
the  famous  Fleet  Pen  to  “  Buffalo  Bill  Library  ” 
readers.  (Foreign  postage  extra.) 

Self-Filling,  or  Safety  Models  2/.  extra. 


The  Diplodocm  is  an  extinct  reptile 
discovered  by  Professor  S.  W.  Wit  listen, 
near  Canon  City,  Colorado,  in  1877. 


You  can  build  anything  from  a 


Diplodocus  to  a*  Motor  Car  with 


.MECCANO 


with  Meccano — Cranes  that  raise  real  loads. 
Trains  that  run  by  electricity,  Clocks  that 
keep  time.  Fire  Escapes  with  telescopic 
ladders.  Over  300  models  are  included  in 
the  big  Book  of  Instructions  which  you  get 

free  with  every  Outfit. 

No  skill  or  study  is  needed,  because  this 
book  makes  everything  clear  and  simple. 

See  that  your  next  present  is  a  Meccano  Outfit . 

FREE  TO  BOYS  a  splendid  new  meccano  book.  , 

This  is  a  beautiful  new  book  which  shows  boys  how  to  enjoy  every  nnnnte  of  their 
play  linurs,  Tt  explains  in  a  simple  way  the  joys  of  Meccano.  It  is  UL 

illustrated,  and  e&oit  page  is  brimming  with  boy  fun  ai  <*  lappiuess. 

HOW  TO  GET  A  FREE  COPY. 

Just  show  this  page  to  three  chums  ami  semi  us  their  names  and  addresses  w  yo 
owu.  Put  No.  m  after  your  uanie  for  reference.  Write  to-day. 


HERE  is  a  splendid  example  of  the 
wonderful  variety  of  models  you  can 
build  wiih  Meccano,  Just  as  you 
can  build  an  exact  working  model  of  the 
ffhe  motor  chassis  shown  below,  so  you  cau 
build  a  model  of  t\i<  prehistoric  mouster 
which  existed  thousands  of  3  ears  atco. 

You  can  build  working  models  of  all  kinds 


Complete  Outfits 

6/-  to  ISQi- 
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